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COUNT DE POLAND. 


LETTER XXV. 
LORD CASTLEDOWN TO SIR JAMES SEATON; 
Hill-Street. 
HURSDAY is over! If I 
am not the huſband of 
Olivia, I will never be the 


huſband of any other—ſo help 
me, Love! 


My impatience carried me to 
Soho. before eleven No Lady 


4 Morpeth— 
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Morpeth—TI watched the door, 
and examined every maſk that en- 
tered—ſtill zo Lady Morpeth. I 


took out my watch fixteen times 


in the firſt half hour; it went ſo 


much ſlower than my wiſhes, I 
thought it down—I held it to my 
ear, it clicked faintly—I curſed 
the tardineſs of its motion. 


The ſituation in which I had 
planted myſelf—my eager atten- 
tion directed towards the company 
that began to pour in with all the 
noiſe, all the violence, of rapid ri- 
vers burſting their banks, over- 
turning every thing that impeded 
their torrent—but, above all, my 

frequent 


* 


COUNT DE POLAND. 7 


frequent uneaſy application + to 
time's regiſter drew on me many 
obſervers. Jews, Turks, Devils, 
Prieſts, Hermits, and Courtezans, 
gathered round me—one lapped 
me on the. ſhoulder — another 
tweaked me by the ſleeve—a thou- 
ſand ſquibs whizzed by my ear ; 
but I was in no humour to return 
their witticiſms, and they puſhed 
me about from one to another 
like a tennis ball.—A little ſmart 
gipley relieved me from this croud 
of impertinents, by deſiring to tell 
my fortune : there was ſomething 
in her air, which told me this 
was not the firſt time I had met 
her in my public walks. 

a Will 
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Will you venture yourſelf with 
. 5 
Les, my pretty creature, to the 
world's end. I gave her my hand; 
and we ſeated ourſelves where we 
were not ſo liable to interruption. 
Well, my fair wanderer, now 
give me a ſpecimen of your art, 
and be aſſured I do not ſuſpect 
you of deficiency in that ſtudy. 

Your reaſons, ſweet gentleman. 

You are a woman.— _ 

You are ſevere; but I forgive 
your general ſarcaſm, as the /mall 
portion of art I poſſeſs informs 
me you have been a ſufferer. — 

Perhaps I have—She laughed— 
it will not permit of a perhaps 


people 
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people of my n ſpeak witn 
certainty. 

Where did 198 n your 
knowledge? 

From my own OO TE: 

I doubt the fallibility of your 
familiar; the Devil is an enemy 
to trutꝶ. 

Not a greater chi yourſelf, 

worthy Sir ;—if you deny that 
your heart has been burnt to cin- 
der for a fickle miſtreſs, who de- 
ceived and jilted 'you—Oh! it 
was ſad, fad, ſad. | 


Here the provoking huſſy fell 
into a fit of pretended ſobbing, 
from - thence forgetting her diſ- 
guiſe, 


- 
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guiſe, ſhe laughed loud in her 
own voice, and betrayed Lady 
Ann Foſteſs; but I concealed the 
diſcovery. | | 

Who is ſevere now, you young 
forcereſs ?—Come, come, fince 
you are ſo deeply ſkilled in the 
ſcience of divination, prithee tell 
me the preſent ſituation of my 
heart? | 
It is worn thread-bare. | 

Admitted, 

Why then the queſtion ? 

To be informed of whom I am 
to recover damages for the i injury 
it has ſuſtained, 

Your former tyrant,” 

Impoſſible !—I caution you not 

to 
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to rely on the information of your 
familiar—it deceives you. 
If it has deceived me! but I am 
more inclined to doubt aur ſin- 
cerity. 
Upon my honour. 
Are your affections engaged 
elſewhere ? 
Lou area thief by grades ; I have 
embezzled half of them already. 
I kiſſed her hand: — be ſighed. 
Vou do not know me? 
Not J, __ the veracity of a 
love, 
Or the fab:hity of your miſtreſs's 
pages. 
Do you doubt my firſt that you 


want a ſecond ſecurity ? 
bo - 
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If I had courage to truſt you. 
What then? 


Why, I could direct you, ſweet 


Sir, where to find a fair Lady, 
faithful, tender, and generous. 

Sweet dear; my taſte ** not 
lead that way. 

How! 

Why Jam a lover of Nature, 
and am contented with her com- 
mon productions. 

Surely, you would not be dif 
pleaſed, if be ſhould throw in your 
way one of her beſt compoſitions. 

J hate monſters. 


Piſh ! your . jeering 
puts me quite beſides myſelf— 
ſixty thouſand pounds, and a 


young 
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young agreeable heireſs Are 
theſe monſters ? | 


A broad hint, Seaton this 


creature is my averſion -I could 
not reſiſt the temptation I felt to 


puniſh her forwardneſs and mor- 


tify her vanity. 
I pauſed. 
Well, are Thee monſters ? What 


a time you take up to conſfider— 


fixty thouſand pounds, your Honor] 

Hold, child ! I was conſidering 
that upon certain conditions, I 
ſhould not be diſpleaſed to take 
your recommendation. 

Are your conditions hard? 

No. 

Of what nature? 
Vor. IV. B Only 
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Only that the air Lady for 
whom you are ſo much intereſted, 
ſhall not be a coquette; and, above 
all, that ſhe ſhall have no 7emale 
friend. 1 1 3s 
Well, well; I think by a little 
of my magical art, I can form her 
to your wiſhes. Tell me what 
ſort of diſpoſition ſuits your fancy. 

She muſt be in all reſpects the 
very reverſe of a certain young 
woman of quality, not a hundred 
miles from St. James's, whom I 
have often had the plague of 
meeting in the company of my 
former miſtreſs, and who has given 
me a ſurfeit of female friendſhips. 


She 


TY W 
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She aroſe haſtily from her ſeat 
viſibly agitated, and flew the field 
whilſt I compoſedly returned to 
my ſtation near the door, which, 
during the above converſation, I 
kept conſtantly in view. | 


It was exactly forty-ſeven mi- 
nutes after twelve, when, amongſt 
twenty or thirty others who ruſhed 
in together, I diſtinguiſhed Lady 
Morpeth leaning on the arm of 
her Lord, My heart beat high; 
but J let her paſs on with the 
croud unnoticed by me, being 
cautious to prevent any unjuſt ſuſ- 
picion where I knew ſhe had fo 
many obſervers; but was more 

Ws - parti- 
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particularly afraid of the deſign- 
ing, revengeful gipſey. Well, 
then, I let her Ladyſhip go on 
without ſeeming to obſerve her 
keeping next the door, as if ill in 
expectation of ſomebody.,—— The 
next party that entered, gave 
me the opportunity of joining 
a fine ſhewy female maſk, to 
whom, in appearance, I attached 
myſelf, as if, in her arrival, my 
enquiries had ended, and under 
her auſpices I mingled with the 
multitude. The better to conceal 
my deſign, I faid a thouſand 
fooliſh things to my unknown, 
which ſhe did not at all ſeem to 
diſ-reliſh, I had ſome difficulty 

to 
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to get myſelf diſentangled from a 
tete a tete, which grew confound- 
edly tedious ; nor do I know when 
I ſhould have been relieved, had 
not a fat holy father, his deport- 
ment ſtamped with the character 
of huſband, called her to a private 
confeſlion. — That Lady's con- 
ſcience (ſaid he, in no very cor- 
dial accent) is under my direction. 
—I could have hugged him for 


exerting his claim at this period, 


but retorted with an air of gallan- 
try; that is a point, father, I 
ſhould have conteſted with 2 my 
proweſs ; but for the dread I have 
of being clapp'd up in the inqui- 
fition, and, by that means, de- 

=yY prive 
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prived of any future occaſion to 
pay my devoirs to your charming 
penitent. The churl made no 
reply—I bowed low to the Lady, 
and marched off. —By this time I 
had quite loſt fight of Lord and 
Lady Morpeth, I purſued them 
through ſeveral rooms, and at laſt 
found them ſeated. by each other. 
There was leſs company in this 
apartment than in any of the reſt. 
J had no difficulty in making my 
way to them ; and taking off my 
maſk, I paid my reſpects to both. 
: The Counteſs received them only 
= with a ſlight inclination of her 

4 head ; his Lordſhip followed my 
example; we remarked he ſhook 


me 
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me heartily by the hand; ſaid 
he was fortunate in meeting me, 
and, without the leaſt reſerve, of- 
fered me a place between them. 
The ſubject ſtarted for converſa- 
tion, ſprung from our preſent en- 
tertainment— Compariſons were 
drawn between ſuch as thoſe at 
which we now aſliſted, and the 
maſquerades in foreign countries, 
not much to the honour of our- 
ſelves or nation. The nonſenſe 
and abſurdities we met with in 


ſuch a numerous aſſociation of 


unſupported characters afforded us 
no ſmall ſhare of mirth. Lady 
Morpeth's obſervations were live- 
ly, ſpirited, and ſupported with a 

a ſtrength 
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ſtrength of judgment, delicacy of 
ſentiment, harmony of expreſſion, 
refulgency of wit, that abſolutely 
filled me with aſtoniſhment. I 
liſtened, I gazed, I wondered—my 
ſenſes were dazzled ; and, if my 
heart from corner to corner had 
not been occupied by the idea of 
my charming Olivia, I might 
have been in danger of a moſt fatal 
relapſe—the Counteſs, by appear- 
ing in a zew light from what my 
fondeſt partiality had ever ſeen 
her in before, made her a thou- 
ſand times more amiable ; conſe- 
quently, a thouſand times more 
dangerous; and a ſuperior, an 
honourable attachment was my 

only 
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COUNT DE POLAND. 21 


only reſource againſt Jomptations 
2 formidable. 


A ſet of cotillion dancers, who 
were collected at a ſmall diſtance, 
had as uſual drawn the mottled 
; aſſembly round them. Our neigh- 
1 - bours on each ſide evacuated their 
c I feats, and we were left almoſt 
+ i vithout ſpectators. Lord Mor- 
„ p<th caught the rage of infection; 
he alſo ſtarted up. I am going, 
my Lord, by way of adding 
another fool to the number. 
Lady Morpeth was moving, as if 
ſhe intended to go with him. 
Don't ſtir, my dear; If Lord 
Caſtledown will take you under 

| his 


| 
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22 COUNT DE POLAND. 


his protection, I ſhall be better 
pleaſed than to run the riſque 
of your being incommoded. I 
bowed grateſul aſſent, and he left 
us together; my lovely charge 
ſaid to him, as he turned from us, 


pray do not ſtay long, my 'dear 


Lord, you know on what terms 
I accompanied you hither; he 
nodded his head, and went on. 
I was / much ſtruck with the 


noble confidence he repoſed in me, 
that had I adored Lady Morpeth 


with the ſame fervency as I did 
before the became his wife; had 


ſhe returned or even met my 
advances, I ſwear by heaven, I 
would have died the martyr of my 

paſſion 
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paſſion rather than abuſed the re- 
liance on my honour. You are, 
ſaid I, a very unfaſhionable mar- 
ried woman, Madam. How lo, 
my Lord? Why I greatly queſ- 
tion if there is another in the room 
that would have made the /ame 


requeſt you did on parting with 


her huſband. I am ſorry Lord 
Caſtledown ſhould hold our ſex /6 


cheap; and, let me add, eſtimate 
his own fo much beneath what I 
would willingly believe their rea! 


value. If there are ſo very few 
married couples happy, let us 
candidly enquire into the cauſe of 
their indifference, and I fear we 


ſhall make great diſcoveries to the 
diſadvan- 
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diſadvantage of human nature in 
general; for my own part, how- 


ever unfaſhionable, I ſhall never 


be aſhamed to confeſs, in defiance 
of cuſtom, that the wife of Lord 
Morpeth is not inſenſible to his 
attentions. —His Lordſhip, in poſ- 


ſeſſing a wife of your refined ſen- 


timents does not come in for a 
common ſhare in heaven's beſt di- 
tributions; nor can TI envy him 


the partiality it has ſhewn in his 


favour: he has engaged my friend- 
ſhip by giving me this moment of 
privacy with your Ladyſhip—a 
moment more precious to me than 
ages—a moment on which, in a 
great meaſure depends my future 

felicity.— 
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felicity. I do not underſtand you, 
my Lord. Why of all others is 
this moment the moſt precious? — 
Lord Morpeth's doors will never 
be ſhut againſt a man of your 
Lordſhip's eſtabliſhed character. 
Whether we converſe together in 
a drawing- room, or at a maſque- 
rade in public or in private 
can be a matter of no conſequence 
to Lord Morpeth, Lord Caſtle- 
down, or myſelf.— Had my inten- 
tions, dear James, been diſho- 
nourable, what would have be- 
come of hem what would be- 
come of me, on hearing my final 
ſentence delivered in ſo deter- 
mined, ſo ſpirited a manner? T 
Vor V. C revered 
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revered her virtue; I more than 
revered its ſublime ſuſceptibility— |} 


I was enchanted by the ſweet, yet 


auſtere ſeverity with which ſhe 


parried my imaginary attack on 
her prudence.— I took her hand in 


mine; its trembling convinced me 


ſhe was not yet freed from appre- 
henſions; ſhe either drew it from 
me, or I dropped it mechanically; 
the motion of each was ſo ſudden, 
it would be hard to determine; 


for, though conſcious of no ill 


_ defign, I was awed by her ange- 
lic purity, and felt myſelf abaſh- 
ed, as if I had been really guilty 
of harbouring the worſt.—At this 
intereſting criſis, juſt as I was 


about 
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Thad faid, if ever intentionally I 


forfeit your good opinion, or the 


friendſhip of Lord Morpeth, may 


heaven forſake me when moſt in 
need of his aſſiſtance the laft 


word was but half pronounced,. 
when, curſe on her impertinence! 
in pops the vile inquiſitive gip/ey, 


if coming towards us; but ſtop- 
ping ſhort, begged our charity, 
and whined out, with a malicious 
emphaſis,.— Dear, worthy, Bonour- 
zble lovers, throw your farthings 
hs way; and I will pray that a 
broper reward may attend your 
irtuous inclinations. Saying this, 


about to explain myſelf; already. 


Lady Ann Foſteſs.—She made as 


C 2 ſhe 
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ſhe ſuddenly made her exit, look- 4 
ing back, and laughing ſpight- 
fully at every ſtep that carried 
her from us.—Lady Morpeth aſk- 7 
ing me if I knew that maſk, I was 
giving her a ſhort account in what 
a whimſical way I had found her 
out to be Lady Ann, when a tall 
ſpefre-tke figure approached us 
from the very room to which the 
moment before her Ladyſhip had 
retired—its tight robe was wove| 
in a thick pattern of eyes, ears, 
and tongues; its maſk painted 
with the ſame emblems, wings ati 
its head, ſhoulders, and feet, 
which, with the trumpet it hel 
to its mouth, proclaimed the ridi 
culou 
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culous figure no bad imitation of 
Fame. Down it fat cloſe at my 
elbow. Turning round, I ſternly 
demanded if it could not find ſuf- 
ficient employ in a buſy world, 
who had enliſted it. their agent, 
that it intruded on the retire- 
ment of rational, 74zn{ing beings. 
—You miſtake my charact er, it 
replied, in a rough maſculine 
voice, or elſe omit one of its prin- 
cipal merits ;. the entertainment I 
afford to my employers, my dili- 
gence muſt i collect; it is as 
much my buſineſs to ore, as 
repeat. Count over the figures by 
which I am diſtinguiſhed, you 
will find as any eyes as tongues, 
C 3 = © 
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cover it by my uneſcaping facul- 
ties; and when I have /een, when 
fly away thus.—He was running 


ſtarting up in a rage, I laid hold 
of him, and wreſting it from his 


on my ſword, commanding him, 


der at the ſubmiſſive haſte in 


as many ears as eyes; wherever 
there is any thing miſterious, I diſ- 
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I have heard, as much as lays me 
in a moderate fund for report, I 
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off, blowing his trumpet, when 


profane mouth, I put my hand 


in a peremptory tone, that mo- 
ment to unmaſk. I did not won- 


which he obliged me, when I diſ- 
covered the face of as arrant a 


coward as any within the purleaus 
of 
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of St. James's—no other than Lord 
Robert Pinkny.—I could ſcarce 
- refrain from laughing, when I 
n conſidered how much fire I had 
e expended on a ſubject, which a 
ſlip of my finger would have laid 
ſprawling at my feet. The poor 
wretch was ſeized with ſomething 
ſo like the fit of an ague, that he 
could hardly ſtutter out a decent 
apology for his behaviour, which 
at laſt he gave me to underſtand 
was the effect of his wiſhing to 
oblige a certain Lady to whom he 
had the honour of being—renderly 
attached. I knew the certain Lady 
as well as he did, yet inſiſted on 
her name. The valiant tone of 


his 
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his voice J had taken with the en- 
ſign of his order; but in one of 
his own natural ſqueeking whiſ- 
pers, he quavered out Lady An 
Fofteſs:!— To inſult his defenceleſs 
weakneſs I looked upon merely as 
unmanly as ſetting one of. the. 
gentler ſex. at defiance, in which 
opinion Idiſmiſſed my paſſive vic- 
tim; ſaying, as I reſtored him his 
trumpet, I give you back this 
Gbauble, my Lord, under the re- 
ſtriction that it never ſounds again 
in the cauſe of defamation. Hav- 
ing diſpatched this inſignificant, 
and retaken my ſeat by Lady 
Morpeth, I ſaid to her, how very 
unlucky I am to have loft ſo much, 
by 
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by impertinent intruders, of the 
valuable time chance has allotted 


me to ſolicit your intereſt in an 
affair, the neareſt of any other to 


my immediate happineſs. —Pro- 


ceed, my Lord, you ſhall find me 
all attention. —Tell me then, I 
beſeech you, dear Lady Morpeth, 


who was that Lady I found with 
you laſt Tueſday ?—She he/itated. 


Why do you alk ?—I have reaſons; 


your Ladyſhip ſhall know by and 
by; but firſt anſwer my queſtion ? 
—She is a foreigner—her name 
Olivia Mildmay.——Have you 


known her long ?—Has ſhe been 


long in England? Has ſhe, ſince 


her coming over, been always un- 


der 
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mond, my Lord, ſirſt condeſcended 


der your protection? Mrs. Oſ- 


to receive her.— Pardon me, Lady 
Morpeth (I felt myſelf nettled at 
the degrading manner in which 
ſhe ſpoke of my angel) you muſt 
pardon me, Madam, the term con- 
deſcended I cannot aſſert with my 
ideas of the naſt exalted dignity, 
the moſt finiſhed beauty, my eyes 
ever beheld. —Sudden partiality 
has blinded you, my Lord. — Then 


I have no defire my ſight ſhould. 


be reſtored. Is ſhe not the friend 

of Lady Morpeth ?—Yes, ſhe is 
the friend of Lady Morpeth.— 
Your coldneſs, Madam, diſtracts 
me. The ſhortneſs of your reply 
| does 
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; does not ſatisfy my eager im patience 
for information.— I could inform 
you of more could ſpeak more 
at large; but I fear my intelli- 
gence would only add to your diſ- 
pleaſure. Then Olivia is engaged; 
ſhe loves another, and I am mi- 
ſerable.— Is the concluſion you 
draw, my Lord, ſo very certain? 
hat ehe, Madam, could add to 
he cruelty with which you tor- 
ure me; if the is diſengaged, if 
er affections are free, with what 
readful intelligence do you threa- 
en me? — She has not commiſ- 
oned me to acquaint your Lord- 
ip with the {uation of her heart, 
Oze thing you can tell me, with- 
out 
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out conſulting any heart but your 
own—Will you be my friend? 
Will you aſſiſt me with your ad- 
vice? Will you permit me to viſit 
Olivia in your family ?—You 
muſt not preſs me on this ſubject, 
my Lord. Her voice evidently 
faultered—I will not tell you what 
were my conjectures.—She was 
rifing to go from me. I took her 
hand in mine; they were cold as 
ice; and replaced her with an air 
more paſſionate than tender.— I do 
not loſe you thus, Madam ; fince 
I am to expect nothing further 
from you, tell me at Jeaſt all you 
know of Miſs Mildmay ; and that 
you may not longer ſport with my 
| | teelings, 
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feelings, aſſure yourſelf I am in- 
different, ob/tinately indifferent, to 
every other woman upon earth,— 
You have ſeen her, my Lord, but 
once.—My whole ſoul was her's 
from the firſt moment; nay, even 
before I ſaw her, my mind had 
been induſtrious to form a model 
of which ſhe is the original.. If 
ſhe refuſes my hand, I bid adieu 
to England till time has mellowed 
an affliction the ſevereſt I can po/- 
fibly experience; nor will I ever 
again truſt to that ſex, whoſe cruel 
pleaſure it has hitherto been to 


torment, to perplex me, and to 


heap diſappointment on diſappoint- 
nent. — Indeed, indeed, Lord Caſ- 
Mai bY; DB tledown, 
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tledown, I do not deſerve this 1 
treatment. Olivia cannot be more 
flattered by your favourable opi- 
nion, than T am charmed at your 
generous candour. Words, mere 
words, Madam; you neither love 
Olivia, nor have for me one ſin ole 
ſpark of friendſhip. —You miſtake, 
my Lord, ſhe is dear to me as my- 
ſelf; but I would not wiſh to eſta- 
6 bliſn her happineſs on the deſtruc- 
1 tion of your own. I am your 
1 friend, whatever you imagine to 
1 | the contrary—your glory 1s from 
| this moment dear to me. I would 
not ſee it tarniſhed by an alliance 
ſo much beneath your rank, ſo in- 
finitely beneath your merit. | 
would 
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would not, believe me. I would: 
Wnot, though the affections of Oli- 
via were in my keeping, and. 
though I knew, by withholding 
them from you, I ſhould make her 
iſerable the reſt of her days.— 
je bad no patience left, I was go- 
7 ing to break out. She ſtopped 
„- Jne.—— Hold, my Lord, but one 
4. moment; all that I have ſaid may 
appear ſtrange to you; give me 
leave to explain myſelf. The 
grateful wife of Lord Morpeth ne- 
er beſtows a thought on any man. 
but her huſband, ſuperior to, that 
of friendſhip; to my friendſhip 
Lord Caſtledown is intitled from 
iriendſhip alone proceeds my 46ſo- 
D 2 lute 


40 COUNT DE POLAND. 


Jute repugnance to oblige him.— 
And do you call tis kindneſs; do 
you call Bis friendſhip, Lady 
Morpeth? I deteſt fuch kindneſs 
_ —F difclaim fech friendſhip. — 
Call them what you pleaſe, my 
Lord; I can bear your reproaches ; 
I can wait patiently for your more 
deliberate approbation; but the 
outcaft of Fortune, the dependent 
on another's bounty, the child of 
charity !-—— Hold; -Madam, you 
have ſaid enough; I ſhall find 
_ other methods of ſeeing and fpeak- 
ing to Miſs Mildmay, without 
your interceſſion : though her pa- 
rents were beggars, though For- 
tune may have purſued her to the 
COM very 


a 
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ery brink of obſcurity, in my 
eart ſhe ſnall find an aſylum. I 
would deign to ſay no more; but, 
elling her J was ready to attend 
er to Lord Morpeth, we walked 
ilently on till we joined his Lord- 
ip. He was ſtanding in a cir- 
le formed round Lady D 1 
ho was exhibiting her elegant 
figure in a minuet, which unex- 
eptionably ſhe dances the beſt of 
any woman in England. —Having 
eſigned my charge, I prowled 
bout the rooms in ſo churliſh a 
100d, that I could have found in 
y heart to have fought every man, 
ind raiſed at every woman, who 
vas ſo unfortunate to addreſs me 
D 3 with 
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with that freedom which is con- 3 
fiſtent with the laws, modes, and * y 
cuſtoms, of a maſquerade.— II 1 
the courſe of my rounds, I re. 
turned to the very ſpot where! 
had left Lord and Lady Morpeth; 
the latter was fitting down in 
thoughtful attitude at a little di 
ſtance from the former. I caſt o 
her a look of indignation; he! 
eyes were full of tears; but thi 
ſliew of penitence did not affed 
me, and I placed mylelf by th: 
fide of her Lord; or rather m 
good genius appointed me to hu 
ſtation. I fighed, fidgeted, ani 
was ſo apparently uneaſy, tha 


obſerving a change in my hu 
mou! 
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mour, he aſked the reaſon. - His 
queſtion kindled a ſudden reſolu- 
tion. I ſaid to myſelf, this man 
may be more worthy of my con- 
fidence than his wife; I muſt have 
one friend in the family at leaſt, 
or I may be as well at the diſtance 
of a thouſand leagues as in town 
with my charmer. In conſe- 
quence of hie happy reſolution, 
take what follows, and obſerve, it 
paſſed in ſo low a key, that no one 

heard or interrupted us. | 


You aſk, my Lord, what has 
flown away with my ſpirits, and I 
will anſwer you fincerely, that 
they have not been equal to the 

| keeneſlt, 
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keeneſt; the bittereſt diſappointment 
I ever experienced. —- 
woman in the caſe ? 


ves. 


Then I ſincerely pity you; for 


if you experience cruelty under a 
maſk, where is bare-ſaced kindneſs 
to be met with ?—The object of 
my paſſion is not preſent. I met 
her at your Lordſhip's houſe /a/ 
Tueſday ; loſt my heart; and am 
willing to pay the ranſom of my 
liberty to regain it.——Deſpe- 
rate young man- Do not 


jeſt, my Lord; I have been o 


much trifled with already. For- 
give my petulance; I really am 
unhappy.— Have you any opi- 
nion of my ſkill? if you have, 
open 


— 
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open your complaints freely, and 
command my beft ſervices.— Dear : | 
Morpeth, your goodneſs prevents 
my witches. The Counteſs has a 
lovely girl under her protection. 
| —[ hope, my Lord, I do not m1 
 M-opprebend'you. Olivia is ſo very 
dear to Lady Morpeth and myſelf, 
chat I fhould be ſorry were you to 
undeceive. the ſanguine hopes 1 
preſume to form barely upon the 
the hints you have let Wer 
Vour warmth reſtores me: > ip 
love your Olivia, 1 love her to 
diſtraction, one ſingle view, one 
3 fixed me her own for 
ever. — Courage, Caſtledown | the [1 
has a heart, a valuable heart, to 
| give 
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give you in return. Shall I ſe 
her? Shall I endeavour to acquire 
this valuable heart? Will you 
aſſiſt me with opportunities for ſo Ml 
great an acquiſition ?—You ſhall WW 
want no opportunity to convince 2 
her of your merit. She almoſt i 
ſecludes herſelf from the world; 
but I will drag her from xetire- 
ment, till, ſenſible of, your aſſi- 
duities, ſhe quits it by inclination. 
I caught bold of his band. You 
recall me from death to life. This 
night have I been the victim of 
tu extremes, Hope and Deſparr. 
But you have not told me what 
occaſioned the latter. Lady Mor- 
. s reluctance to my viſiting 
Olivia.— 
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Olivia.—You miſtike, my Lord, 
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12 approbatient ; een, 
uin further, and g ſure you of her 
e beſt ſervices to forward your hap- 


pineſs with our lovely friend, 
whoſe worth would reflect glory on 
a diadem.—Is it poſſible that I 
an have ſo much miſunderſtood 
her Ladyſhip ? Come, come, 
ou are all in the wrong; you 
have neither ſeen nor talked with 


of Lady Morpeth. I honour your 
ir. iiſintereſted generoſity, and can- 


not ſee your diſtreſs without wiſh- 
ing to relieve you. Our ſcheme 
as only intended to create a little 
_ | innocent 


you was never more miſtaken. I 
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innocent mirth, not to_ occaſion 
| ee to . os 

97 8 
Away flew all my ill- Sw 
I faw the reſt, I ſaw it in 20 dil. 


advantageous light to my dear 


views; I thought that there wa 
not a man on earth who ever 
taſted real joy but myſelf, Whill 
in imagination I exhauſted prayer 
and intreaties to overcome the ob- 
ſtinacy of Lady Morpeth, I Was 
the whole time pleading my pal. 
ſion with Olivia, His Lordſhip 
was unconſcious of the Coun- 
teſs's deſign in this deception ; but 
the appointment I tortured: from 
her laſt Tueſday opened my eyes 
133 I tay 
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I faw it clearly; I revered her 
prudence ; and adored her repre- 
ſentative. Lord Morpeth defired- 
J would not let his wife know 
that he had betrayed her ſecret, as 


ſhe propoſed a fund of entertain- 


ment from the errors her ſuppoſed 
appearance might occaſion. I 
ſtayed only to aſſure him of invio- 
lable ſilence, and flew to my an- 
gel. Are you come again to 
threaten me with your anger, my 
Lord? No, deareſt—I was go- 
ing to blunder out Oluia; the 
appellation of Madam reſcued 
her delicacy from fo terrible a 
wound, and me from deſtroying 
at one blow my preſent felicity.— 


Vor. IV. E No, 
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No, deareſt Madam, it is im poſſi- 
ble to harbour anger againſt the 
the perſon on whoſe goodneſs we 
depend for happineſs, Since I 
parted from your Ladyſhip, I have 
been taking a melancholy ſtroll 
round the rooms, and calling my- 
ſelf to a ſtrict account for the vio- 
lence of my former behaviour. — 
Now that Lord Caſtledown is re- 
Rored to his reaſon, my ſatisfaction 
18 returned. Indeed, my Lord, 
J did not mean to offend you; my 
advice proceeded from Ariendſſip. 
There are a thouſand women in. 
the world more amiable than the 
girl you diſtinguiſhed by your fa- 
vour ; fix on any other, and you 

ſhall 
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ſhall have my beſt wiſhes for the 
ſucceſs of your application.—1 
rejoice, I cannot expreſs how 
| greatly I am rejoiced, at the change 
I obſerve in your Lordſhip's diſ- 
poſition.— Sweet charmer ! | ſhe 
might have ſpoke for ever, if ſne 
had not pauſed ; never ſhould I 
have interrupted the celeſtial mu- 
fick of her voice. —You congra- 
tulate me, Madam, on my change 
of diſpoſition. If it is % gloomy 
than when I had the honour of 
leading you to Lord Morpeth, it 
is not from any alteration in my 
ſentiments, but from the reflection 
that, if your boſom is animated 
with one ſpark of humanity, you 
E 2 will 
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will become the fiend of my pal- 
ſion, you will be my mediatrix 
with —— With whom, my Lord! 
there is but one whole name, 1 
whole very idea, you muſt avoid. 
Renounce your partiality for 
Olivia, and direct my influence 
wherever elſe you pleaſe.— Dear 
tormenting Lady Morpeth ! and! 
preſſed her hands to my lips.— 
She ſnatched them from me.— | 
do not underſtand this freedom, 
my Lord.— I do not underſtand 
your Ladyſhip's perverſeneſs ; and 
I retook my trembling priſoner's. 
— Be not alarmed, Madam ! my 
ſentiments for Lady Morpeth ate 
_ thoſe of reſpe& and veneration; 
but 
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but for Olivia, a rooted, paſſionate 
W affection, which 4/ your philoſo- 
f phy will not be able to eradicate. 
* My Lord, if you are not more 


moderate in your expreſſions, you 
TY will drive me from you—we have 
de many obſervers; the ſubject of 
4 our debate may be miſinterpreted. 


— Time ſhall confute the wretched 
malice of ſuch interpreters. Per- 
mit my viſits to Olivia, and I will 
mig glory in publiſhing my happinets. 
na —I have told you, my ——. She 


was going to ſay more, when we 
ro were joined by Lord Morpeth.— 
Complaining of fatigue, ſhe de- 
lired her ſervants might be called. 
[flew to obey her commands, and 
| E 3 had 


ing my diſguiſed angel to the 


foul, went with her. What be- 
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had the exquiſite reward of lead- 


chair. The laſt words I whiſ- 
pered in her ear were theſe—re- 
member the fate of Caſtledown 1s 
in your diſpoſal.—She made no 
reply, and the ſtupid wretches, 
who were to bear off my treaſure, 
not inſpired with my feelings, 
careleſsly dropped the head of her 
chair, turned round their chumſy 
ſhoulders, and trotted away with 
the ſame indifference as if they 
had been carrying a common bur- 
then.—She was followed by Lord 
Morpeth ; my heart, my very 


came of my remains I do not ex- 
actly 
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actly know; but ſuppoſe they were 
decently conveyed to Hill Street, 
for about twenty minutes after 1 
began to pick myſelf up by my 
own fire- ſide. Here I doſed over 
my good fortune, till all the ſer- 
vants in my family were buſted in 
their morning avocations, and the 
little clock that ſtands over my 
chimney had ſtruck eight. 1 
ſtarted at the ſound, packed up my 
reveries in the idea of Olivia, and 
carried them to my pillow. 


If you are, or ever have been 
a lover, in reading over and over 
the account I fend you of laſt 
night's tranſactions, you will find 
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more to encourage than damp my 


0 
LADY ANN FOSTESS TO LADY HASSARD, 


Cavyendiſn- Square. 

Have done with contrivances— 
the moſt unſucceſsful events 
attend my machinations, cramp 
my genius, and impede my pur- 
ſuits. I ſhall be with you on 
— | 


Adieu — 


LET. 
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LETT THEE Alb. © 


LADY EDGERTON TO MRS. DSMOND. 


B 


| F e Paris. | 
V che date of this you will 
find, my deareſt mother, 


that we are on our return to Bri- 
| tain. The ardency with which 


I long to receive the embraces of 
my tenderly revered father, and 
yourſelf, can only ſpeak my tran- 
ſports at every ſtep that brings 
me nearer to you. 


We have now been in Paris ſix 
days; and, at rhe earneſt intreaties 


of our friend the Count De Poland, 


fixed 
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fixed our reſidence in his houſe. 
Though we found the Count's 
bodily complaints much abated 
ſince we laſt ſaw him, yet the 
melancholy, that preyed on his 
mind at Montpelier, was not in the 
leaſt diminiſhed. Our preſence 
inſpired him with a momentary 
chearfulneſs : it was only mo- 


mentary—it was not the character 


of his ſoul; he fixed his eyes on a 
picture of Mademoijſelle De Poland, 
which hangs in the drawing- 
room, and a cloud of grief paſſing 
over his countenance, impreſſed it 
with all its former traces of ſor- 
row. I have obſerved the picture 
1 * of with the greateſt at- 

tention; 


COUNT DE POLAND. 59 


tention; it is a full-length, drawn 
when the original was ten years 
old; the ſubje&t and execution 
both exquiſite. Whilſt I am 
gaz ing on it, admiration is not the 
ongy ſenſation I experience; I rack 
ny imagination to recollect in 
hat beautiful face I have ſeen 
imilar features. When I was 
preſented at the French court in 
y way to Montpelier, I remember 
o have been much ſtruck with the 
imitable charms of a Madame le 
Mair ; I have now but. a faint 
dea of them, but am apt to be- 
eve it muſt be a reſemblance to 
zer that I diſcover in the picture 
f Mademoiſelle, 


Before 
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Before: we came to Paris, our 
dear Count had led a moſt ſeden- 
tary life; ſtill on the ſame un- 
happy terms with his brother, he 
confeſſed to us he never ventured 
from home for fear of meeting 
him. We prevailed on him one 
morning to go out with us; at 
| which time he viſited the Palaci 
Royal; whilſt in the carriage he 
kept himſelf as concealed as poſh- 
ble, and never ſtept from it but un- 
der viſible terror. Through even 
apartment we paſſed, he firſt ſtop- 
ped at the door to examine who 
was there; and I once thought! 
would have fainted, on ſeeing th 


back of a man whoſe perſon mig 
hatt 
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have been miſtaken by a leſs ter- 
rified obſerver for that of the 
Duke. de Oboyne. His counte- 
# nance changed; he was retiring 
in the utmoſt agitation, when the 
cauſe of his ſudden alarm, turning 
towards us, convinced him of his 
error; but though his fears va- 
niſhed, yet he ſuffered from their 
effects the whole day after. 


Senſible what a ſlave this good 
man was to his unconquerable 
apprehenſions, and how painful 
the complaiſance he ſhewed us; 
we gave over importuning him 
to accompany us on any future 
excurſion, We made him ex- 

Vor. IV. F ceedingly 
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ceedingly happy, by diſpenſing 


with his attendance; and he ſpent 


the hours of our abſence in pre- 
paring us an elegant reception on 
our return, for he had the art 
every day to vary our amuſements. 
Yeſterday we dined at — 
about ten miles from Paris; we 
did not come back till nine 
o'clock. Monſieur and Madame 
Tour ville were of our party, and 
previouſly engaged by our ho- 
ſpitable friend to ſpend the even- 
ing with us. As ſoon as the car- 
riages ſtopped, the Count appeared 
to aſſiſt us in getting out. His 
welcome was in an unuſual tone; 
he gave me his hand; he ſmiled— 
a ſmile 
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a ſmile not to be deſcribed ; but it 
filled me with aſtoniſhment, and he 
talked as he led me to the ſaloon 
with a vivacity which would almoſt 
have perſuaded me that his heart 
had never been touched by misfor- 
tune; but if my amazement was 
great before, how was it heigh- 


tened by what followed. 


| T here pauſe, my deareſt Ma- 
dam, to intreat your pardon for ſo 
long holding from you an event 
ſo intereſting. The moment I 
fat down to write, it ruſhed to my 
pen; but as all paſſions are en- 
forced by contraſt, I was deſirous 
you ſhould ſee the Count in the 

EF 3 miſerable 


64 COUNT DE POLAND, 


- miſerable ſituation in which we 

found him on our arrival at Paris, 
before I preſented him to you in 
the light you are zow going to ſee 
bim. 


The folding doors of this mag- 
nificent apartment were thrown iſ 
open — remember, Madam, I. 
brought you to the ſaloon ! 

They were thrown open; muſick, 
lights innumerable, a ſplendid i 
circle formed of the moſt diſtin- 
guiſhed rank, proclaimed the once 
gloomy abode of pining Giſtreſ; 
zow the habitation of animated 
feſtivity. I thought I ſhould have 
ſunk. I felt myſelf overpowered. 

I was 
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I was ſtruck with ſuch a panick, 
F could not ſpeak. I looked back 
on Sir William (he was eſcorting 
Madam Tourville)—his looks did. 
not teach me the leſſon of com- 
Wpoſure. I gueſs your ſurpriſe, 
Madam, faid the Count; but 
Hou muſt ill prepare for greater; 
W(he preſſed my hand) I am no 
Ponger the unhappy wretch you 
honoured with your friendſhip. . 
He had time for no more. I took 
he whole for a dream, in which 

I was almoſt confirmed, when the. 
Duke de Oboyne came forward to 
ſalute me. My deareſt brother, . 
laid the Count) there is but one 
woman in the world who is nearer 

JT 
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than 7hzs to the ſoul of your de Po- 
land. The Duke embraced, and 
aſſured me with a. politeneſs natu- 
ral. to his nation, but more pe- 
culiarly ſo to himſelf, that. he 
rejoiced at an opportunity of re- 
newing an acquaintance to which 
he owed the principal pleaſure he 
had enjoyed at Montpelier. My 
viſionary ſtate conſidered, I did 
not acquit myſelf ſo ill as might 
have been expected, either in my 
returns to the Duke, or to the ci- 
vilities I received from the reſt of 
the company, to whom I was 
preſented in a manner the moſt 
flattering. Sir William partook 
of the ſame kind warmth ;. nei- 
ther 
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ther were: Monſieur and Madame' 
Tourville neglected. Fhe cere- 
mony of our preſentation ended, 
the concert began, which laſted 

till near eleven, when-the ball was 
opened by the Count d& Poland, 
and I was honoured with+ his 
hand. Six months, nay even 
ſix hours before, I ſhould! have 
ſuppoſed it mort pofſible that I 
ſhould. have danced with * 
French King. 


„ ES. tn. A. +. 


How ſudden, how rapid, are 
the viciſſitudes which attend our 
uncertain ſtate in this fluctuating 
world! Any other” time I could 
moralize whole hours: on Hit ex- 
tenſive 
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tenſive ſubject, but, at preſent, 


moralizing is not the habit of my 


mind. 


Our minuet concluded, a beau- 
tiful bouguet' on a gold ſalver was 
brought to the Count, who, 
placing the flowers in my boſom, 
ſaid, with an affectionate ſmile, you 


are my Queen. —For this night, | 


Lady Edgerton, do me the ho- 
nour to give ſuch a welcome to 
my friends as may convince them 
I conſider their preſence as no 
ſmall addition to my felicity. This 
diſtinction was not the only one 


he paid me; for, at the ſame in- 


Rant he ſaid: this, he faſtened on 
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my arm his own picture in a 
bracelet richly ornamented. —Dear 
Madam, I muft drop the ſubject of 
felf, or I do not know to wheat 
lengths my vanity may carry me. 
The collation which ſucceeded was 
conſiſtent with the magnificence, 
Ws taſte, and order, with which every 
thing here was: regulated. All 
was joy, happineſs, and decorum ; 
there was not leſs of comfort than 
eſtruity in our entertainment, and F 
laughing time flew away equally | 
laden with both. 
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The Duke de Oboyne ſat next to 
me at {upper ; and no, that I can 
look on him without prejudice, 
he 
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he ſtands ſecond in my eſteem to 
his excellent brother. The Duke 
is addicted to ſhew and faſhion, 
rather beyond what one ſuppoſes 
conſiſtent with his advanced age ; 
this. may be called an impropriety 
—a fault it ean ſcarcely be called: 
and as it is the only error I can 
diſtinguiſh in his judgement, for 


this one I am the more ready to 


allow him a pardon. He en- 
quired particularly when we heard 
from Lord Caſtledown. I told 
him Sir William had a letter from 
his Lordſhip ſoon after his return 
to England, which was the only 
one we had received. Did I hear 


of his being embarked in a ſerious: 


attach- 


attachment My reply was 
negative. Then I can inform 
you, Madam, that he loves, and 


alting the object of it to the 
rank of his Counteſs. I! ſaid hf 


now a more deſerving, a more 


amiable young man.—The Duke 


of his friendſhip for Lord Caſtle- 


ame of the Lady to whom his 


he, 
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intends to give the world a poſi- 
tive proof of his paſſion, by ex- 


was ſincerely rejoiced at any ap- 
pearance that might enlarge his 
views of happineſs; I did not 


ſeconded my praiſes with a 
armth that teſtified the ſincerity _ 
down. — I aſked if he knew the 


nend was attached that, replied 5 
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he, his. Lordſhip has omitted in 

the eagerneſs of his tover-like if 
impatience to deck his miſtreſs 

with all the beauty, graces, and 
virtues, his partial pencil could 
paint of real or imaginary perfec- 
tions. I had a letter from him 
: this day; all that he mentions of 
her preſent ſituation 7:, that ſhe 
makes a part of your fiſter Lady 
Morpeth's family. — A thought 
truck me—T muſt have done with 
the Duke to tell you what it was. 
Als it-poſfible Olivia ſhould be 
this fortunate woman ?—Lady 
Morpeth may have many viſitors, 
yet who is it that makes a part 
of her family but Olivia?—Lord 
Caſtledown 
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Caſtledown has taſte ſuperior to 


moſt men; is it ſtrange, is it % 


very wonderful, if the clouds of 
unproſperous Fortune have not 
been able to obſcure the beauties, 
the excellencies, of aur Olivia 
from His obſervation ?—I would 
give a great deal to be aſſured my 
ſanguine hopes were not devoid of 


foundation. 


You did not know, my dear mo- 
ther, we had left Mont pelier. How 
unfortunate ! Your letters are cer- 
tainly forwarded to that place; if 
there be any truth in my ſurmiſes, 
I hope we ſhall ſoon now receive 
2 confirmation, 

Vent. @Q - The 
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The Count's company did not 
leave us till three this morning, 
which made it late before we aſ- 
ſembled at breakfaſt; and as ſoon 
as it was ended, the Count led us 
to the library; but what paſſed 
there muſt be my afternoon's ſub- 
je, for I am already within ten 
minutes of dinner, and the mo- 
tions of this family are all regu- 


lated to a nicety of exactneſs. 
E#7 7. | 
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1 am juſt cilia from table. 
The French ſet a long time 47 
and after their meals; and our 
repaſt has been agreeably leng- 
thened out by the Duke de 


Oboyne's 
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Oboyne's making one of the dinner 
party. 0 


There is now as much affection 
diſcovered in the deportment of 
theſe noble brothers to each other, 
as not long ſince marked it with 
hatred and diſguſt. This myſtery 
will be cleared to you by my col- 
lecting /uch parts of the Count's 
Trecital, which he gave us in the 
WW library, as will beſt ſerve to ex- 
plain it. 


Yeſterday, about half an hour 
after we were gone out with 
Monſieur and Madame Tourville, 
the Duke de Oboyne's coach ſtopped 
G 2 at 
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at the gate, and the Duke alight- 4 
ing, haſtily commanded a woman 
who was in the carriage to folloy 1 
him, and proceeded without aſking 
a queſtion to the apartment of hill 
brother. The Count was that in- 
ſtant writing inſtructions to hi 
agents who were in purſuit ol 
Mademoiſelle de Poland; and as ht 4 
reflefted on her unprotected con- I 
dition, as he #hought on the diff. 
culties to which if living ſhe wall 
in all probability reduced, a tea A 
blotted his paper. Of a ſuddeiſ 
the door flew open—he ſtartet 3 
from his gloomy reverie, and lift 
ing up his eyes, the ſight of tht 
Duke de Oboyne 3 him to hi 

chair; 
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| chair; he ſunk back immoveable, 
1 almoſt in a ftate of annihilation. 
WT he Duke ſprang towards him: 
Wc fell on his neck; he ſobbed 
ut, My dear injured Count, my 
iend, my brother, does heaven once 
ore permit me to embrace you ? 
His brother could not ſpeak, 
put ſhrunk from his embraces.— 
y dear Count, you ft not, you 
ball not, longer fly me—you have 
deen ſhockingly impoſed on. Suf- 
er me to diſabuſe you; and if I 
det a lo not prove my innocence, baniſh 
tel Wc your gt —baniſn me from 
ift our ſoul fart ever. A heart by 
th ature ſo juſt, fo tender, ſo be- 
» hol cvolent, as the Count Je Po- 
jail; G4, lands, 
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land's, could not reſiſt an attack 5 
like this; it /o/7ened into forgive. 
neſs, it melted into affection—he F 
no more ſhrunk from the frater- 1 
nal embrace, but returned it with 4 
fervor.— Are you innocent, then, 
my dear brother? Say again that 3 
you are innocent, and I may yet | 
be happy.—Beſt of men, I nM 
innocent as yourſelf of intentional A 
evil; though undeſignedly I have 3 


pierced your boſom with forrow, 


could all I poſſeſs reſtore yr 
quiet, you ſhould not another il 
moment lament the loſs of Ma- 
demoiſelle Arlington.——Alas, 
Duke! greatly as I love, ſeverely 
as I deplore, my bt treaſure, you 

are 
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are as much concerned in her re- 
covery as tmyſelf—ſhe is the niece 
of 50th. The niece of both ! 
exclaimed the Duke, ſtaggering 
with amazement ; (his viſage pale 
as that of a ſpectre) gracious God! 
ſhe is then—Annanette muſt be the 
child of our Maria! The Count 
aſſured him that ſhe was, and he 
wept like an infant. Recovering 
himſelf enough to ſpeak, My 
God! cried he, what a precipice 
have I eſcaped ? Nature whiſpered 
me I loved Mademoiſelle Arling- 
ton; I miſtook her voice for the 
voice of paffion ;—my deſigns 
were conſiſtent with purity and 
honour ; yet ſhe might—diſtrac- 

tion! 
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tion !—my ow: niece might have 
been my wife. But why, Count, 
this long concealment? was it 
kind—was it brotherly ? 


Here an explanation followed: 
he ceaſed to condemn- the Count; 
his reproaches turned againſt him- Wl 
ſelf, and he raved at his cruelty Z 
to his ſiſter, as if this had been 
the firſt time it had occurred to his 
recollection. As ſoon as he be- 
came a little calm, and their mu- 
tual agitation was in ſome mea- 
ſure ſubſided, he defired leave to 
produce the evidence of his inno- 
cence. The Count generouſly 
aſſured him he was perfectly ſatis- 
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A fied; but his eagerneſs to remove 
che very ſhadow of ſuſpicion could 
not be controuled. The woman 
W whom he had brought with him 
WT waited his ſummons in the anti- 
chamber of the Count's apart- 
ment, and the Duke now ftepping 
to the door, in a commanding 
accent, bade her to enter. © Wo- 
% man, come in, (faid he) and 
% anſwer for thy crimes to thoſe 
« whom thy arts have rendered ſo 
% unhappy.” ——Trembling, ſhe 
obeyed, a handkerchief held to 
her eyes, which the Duke fnatch- 
ing away, aſked his brother if he 
could recollect to have ſeen that 
face on any former occaſion. I 
do— 
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do—1 do, eagerly replied the 
Count; this is the very woman 
1 faw at your palace; the very 
fame who filled my mind with 
ſuch circumſtances as were dero- 
gatory to your honour, deſtructive 
to my peace. Stand ſtill, wrerch, 
ſaid the Duke. —She was taking 
refuge from the angry looks he 
darted at her behind the Count's 
chair—fend ſtill, ſtir not, on your 
peril, from the ſpot on which [ 
have placed you. My Lord, con- 
tinued he, I have long been mi- 
ſerable, becauſe I could in no 
manner account for the perſeve- 
rance with which you ſhunned 
my. preſence—it is true, Made- 

IS moiſelle 


8 Ig „ CCC A RI : 8 - Tu 3 £48 : ** wh. n WP SS 2, 1 5 N. 
N ws Fe, 4 Te e 2 232 8 SR. TG 1 | : 7 8 A / 5 7 r en 0 OSS rn” 
r F E een lt 572 IIS oe F BEL ; = . S r %%% ²³⅛» A ĩ Oo 
PRES 78.05. : A 6A 2 . 3 e 7 * 8 BE - n noe we bi ER TRE 5 3 — Do F AT ER. = nt. WS 
of h 4 6h. 7 8 > - 2 . . 4 2 4 a ol 3 Tad 4 4 — 2 n WC. r 9 r TW. CE 
« S 8 3 8 de . 8 r 4 3 „ „ * Shs EDI 5 > e 7 8 — 
p 4 nnn a” Sa —_ 8 = e y * ze Ma LEY 9 n Re”. —{ 7 * * 1 DOOR n l 4 Irs 8 23 * 


COUNT DE POLAND. 83 


Voiſelle Arlington had eſcaped from 
my protection; but, conſcious I 
ad given her 70 cauſe for ſo pre- 
ipitate a ſtep, I did not think 

you could poſſibly ſet down her 
lopement to my conduct; your 
ejecting all my advances, even to 
he ſending back my letters un- 
Ppened, began to make me ſuſpect 
had ſome ſecret enemy, who 
lled your generous mind with 
alſs opinions. The abandoned 
reature before us forged ſuch a 
ale of your behaviour, the morn- 
Ing you meant to have bleſſed me 
With your preſence, that though I 
ejoiced at your return, as if, in 
ing you back, Fortune had ex- 
hauſted 
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Lb) wet ef on. 


forts on me; yet I could not but 


believe, from this wretch's de- 
claration, that the fatigues and 
dangers you muſt have encoun- 
tered in an abſence of ſix years 
had diſordered your intellects. 


The ftory of her invention was 
this :—You ruſhed into the room 
where ſhe was ſitting, announced 
your own name, and enquired for 
Mademoiſelle Arlington ;—that, 
frightened to death, at the wild- 


neſs of your looks, ſhe very ſub- 


maſſively told you of her elope- 
ment, on which intelligence you 
ſtormed, ſwore, and raved like a 


madman ; f 
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madman; that, in the rage of 
your fury, you demoliſhed a pier 
glaſs, the fragments of which ſhe 
produced to ſtrengthen her evi- 
dence. A thouſand other in- 
ſtances of inſanity ſhe- aſſerted, 
concluding the whole with your 
having called down the bittereſt 
imprecations on your own head, 
if ever you faw or ſpoke to me 
again. This was fo unlike my 
brother, that in an agony of ſoul 
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know, my dear Count, the ſteps 1 
have taken to obtain an interview 
—your doors ſhut againſt me— 
all your friends denied entrance— 
W what an appearance] You went to 
— Vote Rn. Bf Montpelier. 


grieved for his loſt reaſon. You 
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Montpelier. I followed you thi- 
ther.—You were gone—I found 
myſelf in the ſame lodging you 
had occupied—I queſtioned the 
man of the houſe; his anſwers 
regarding the manner in which 
=_ you fled, the moment of my ar- 
1 rival, confirmed rather than / 
N fened my apprehenſions. On my 
return to Paris, I conſulted the 
phyſicians who attended you, and 
by them I was aſſured your mind 
was unimpaired, though you were 
giving way, they added, to a me- 
lancholy which threatened the 
moſt dangerous effects to your 
| conſtitution. It was ow that | 
began to diſcover the finger of 


© miſchief 
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W miſchief muſt have been employed 
in dur diſunion; circumſtances 
that lately came to my knowledge 
of this creature's baſeneſs opened 
my eyes, and my ſuſpicions lighted 
on her. I laſt night brought this 
vile incendiary to a confeſſion, 
which the rack ſhould otherwiſe 
have tortured from her. And 
no, woman, it remains with 
you to repeat your guilt in the 
preſence of my much: injured 
brother; ſuppreſs not the ſmalleſt 
article, or know the ſeverity of 
Juſtice ſhall overtake thee. She 
was by this time far leſs intimi- 
lated than at her firſt entrance; 
but the Duke's commands were 
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* 


not to be oppoſed; and what in 
her forced obedience ſhe confeſſed, 


was in ſubſtance as follows : 


After the death of the Ducheſs, 
having formed the ambitious de- 
ſign of making herſelf agreeable 
to the Duke, ſhe ſaw his prefe- 
rence for Mademoiſelle Arlington 
with envy, and determined at any 
rate to get rid of ſo formidable a 
rival. She outwardly affected 
for her the greateſt reſpect, and 
the ſtrongeſt attachment, by which 
ſhe acquired a ſolid place in her 
eſteem; but though Mademoi- 
{elle treated her with particular 
marks of favour, the was 70 

prudent 
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| prudent to truſt her with the ſe- 


cret uneaſineſs ſhe ſuffered from 


| the. Duke's honourable ſolici- 


tations. One evening, by apply- 


ing her ear to the door, this wreteh 


overheard a converſation which 
threatened the abſolute deſtruc- 
tion of her hopes, and convinced 
her MademoiſeHe had it in her 
power to become Ducheſs de 
Oboyne whenever ſhe thought pro- 
per. Something muſt now be 
done to defeat the Duke's inten- 
tious, and, on the foundation of 
that averſion Mademoiſelle had 
thewn to the propoſals (this fe- 
male Machiavel had overheard) 
the built. her infamous deſigns: 


H 3 The 
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wt 


The next day, certain to find 
Mademoiſelle in her own apart- 
ment, counterfeiting a- paſſion 
of grief, and ſheddipg tears in 
abundance, ſhe entered the. dreſ- 
ſing-room abruptly, when ſtart- 
ing as if ſhe had not expected to 
find her there, pretended to hurry 
back with equal precipitancy. 
Mademoiſelle, ſurpriſed, prevented 
her retiring, and kindly enquired 
what had occaſioned that appear- 
ance of ſorrow ? The artful hy- 
pocrite appeared to clude her en- 
quiry; but at laſt, with much 
ſeeming reluctance, ſhe ſaid, her 
concern proceeded from her ha- 


ving accidentally diſcovered that 
* the 
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che Duke harboured deſigns againſt 
the virtue of her beloved young 
Lady. Poor Mademoiſelle, terri- 
fied almoſt to fainting, begged to 
W know on what reaſons ſhe had 
formed a ſuppoſition ſo ſhocking; 
hen, according to a ſtory ſhe 

had before framed, ſuch circum- 
| ſtantial proofs were produced of 
the Duke's baſe intentions, and of 
his purpoſe to have her conveyed 
from the palace to his villa in the 
country ; that a mind leſs alarmed 
than Mademoiſelle de Poland's might 
have ſucked in the invidious poi- 
zer fon. The honourable paſſion he 
had avowed was 0 longer con- 
cealed from her diſguiſed enemy, 


and 
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and 70% her own fears taught her 
to conſider the declaration of this 
honourable paſſion as a maſk to 
conceal real villainy ; her judge- 
ment told her how: unlikely it was 
that a man of the Duke's exalted 
rank ſhould ſeriouſly intend to 
marry an indigent creature of /ow 
birth, when the cuſtoms of France 
are ſo particularly ſtrict in point 
of unequal alliances ; though, had 
he ſeriouſly meant what he pro- 
poſed, ſhe declared to this crea- 
ture her repugnance to become 
his wife would have been uncon- 
querable. She embraced the art- 
ful minion as the ſaviour of her 
honour; ſhe overwhelmed her 

with 
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with acknowledgments that would 
W amply have repaid the higheſt act 
of genuine friendſhip z and by the 
aſſiſtance of this treacherous wo- 
man, the fame evening accom- 
pliſhed her eſcape. You have 
now, Madam, the ſum. of her 
confeſſion, to which ſhe added, 
that ſome months after, when the 
Count returned, contrary to the 
expectation of his family, ſhe 
foreſaw the end of her power ap- 
proach; ſhe knew the influence 
he had over the Duke, and that, 
if there was the poſſibility of a 
chance in her favour, it muſt de- 
pend on keeping the brother's a- 
ſunder. This ſcheme, ſaid ſhe, 
ſucceeded; 


” 
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ſucceeded; I expected no more; 
I could not ſuppoſe the breach! 
had made would be kept open for 
ever; but misfortunes at a diſtance 
are better guarded againſt than 
thoſe that overtake us by ſurpriſe. 


I have provided for the blow that 


has now overtaken me; and, if 
the Duke will ſuffer me to enjoy 
quietly the fruits of his munifi- 
cence, I can and will, my Lords, 
put you out of ſaſpence for the 
fate of Mademoiſelle Arlington, 
otherwiſe the rack with which I 
have been threatened ſhall not ex- 
tort the ſecret from me. 


Daring and bold as her condi- 
tions were, they were eagerly 
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agreed to, when drawing a letter 
from her boſom, and preſenting 
it to the Duke, ſhe ſaid, you will 
ee by hie, my Lord, how much 
I Mademoiſelle believes me her 
friend. Here the woman aſked 
for her leave of diſmiſhon, which 
ras readily granted; but ſhe was 
ſternly forbid ever again to ſet 
Her foot in the palace de Oboyne, 
and, making a low curtſey, ſhe 
arched off. 


The direction on the back of 
; the letter ſhe had left behind her 
Vas not the writing of Mademoi- 
le de Poland, but the contents 
f eſtified her well-known charac- 
| ter; 
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ter; alternately did her uncle 
preſs the paper to their lips, whilſt 
the tranſports of our dear Count 
was almoſt inſupportable. The 
contents are exactly theſe: 


LETT EB, 

* Dear good virtuous Creature, 
IF ever it is in my power to 
ſhew, by more than words, my 
« gratitude to the preſerver of my 
© honour, be aſſured, I will not 
* omit the occaſion. I write thi 
© line to relieve your honeſt mind 
from the apprehenſions I know 
« you will ſuffer on my account, 
* —Some Englith Ladies, of re- 
ſpectable rank and character, 

| have 


Ws 
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© have taken me under their pro- 
« tection. I am now in Britain, 
and have bid a final adieu to 
* France. Once I had a friend, 
| © whoſe preſence made your coun- 
* try dearer to me than I am able 
to expreſs; that friend, that 
dear tender friend, is no more; 
the peace, the happineſs with, 
« which he watched over, like my 
guardian angel, one of his own 
« family—one, the very neareſt to 
« himſelf ;—has /ince attempted to 
* deſtroy; but God Almighty has 
« raiſed me other friends. Make 
your worthy heart eaſy; let it 
* not feel a pang for me. I am as 
happy in my preſent ſituation as 
I ever expect to be in the 
Vol. IV. I * courſe 
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< courſe of a tedious journey, the 
ſmootheſt paths of which are 
© ſtrewed with thorns, and made 
* rugged by diſappointments.— 
May heaven, good foul, reward 
© the ſincerity of your virtue, to 
© which I owe my preſervation. 


Annanelte Arlington. 


Charming—charming Made- 
zuoiſelle de Poland] If ſuch purity, 
uch piety as your's, cannot be 
exempt from troubles, who is 
there that has a right to complain 
of Fortune's ſevereſt perſecutions ? 
— This, my dear mother, is the 
reflection that occurs to me on 
tranſcribing the above. When 
the Count came to hat part of 

her 
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her letter where ſhe pathetically 
laments her 4% friend, the co- 
louring was ſo ſtrong he conld 
not fail of ſeeing his own likeneſs ; 
and the lively tenderneſs with 
which ſhe preſerved in her me- 
mory his former kindneſs, affected 
him to a degree of enthuſiaſtic 
rapture ;—it was the Ja addition 
but one his joy could poſſibly ad- 
mit. The Duke ſtood canfuſed 
(ſaid the Count as he repeated 
this ſcene to us) but his confu- 
ſion was not of guilt, it was that 
of a man whoſe humanity is 
ſhocked at being unintentionally 
the cauſe of affliction to a fellow- 
creature; and it was heightened. 
by the circumſtances of knowing 

| I 2 it 
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it was the hearts of his zearef 
connections that he had afflicted, 
You may ſuppoſe, Madam, the 
Count omitted no endeavours to 
aſſwage the poor Duke's ſelf con- 
demnation; and, I am perſuaded, 
their re-union will not be leſs per- 


manent that it has been ſudden. 


Mademoiſelle de Poland, already re- 


ſtored in idea, our ineſtimable 


friend was no longer the melan- 
choly victim of deſpair, and you 
will now be able fully to account 
for our laſt evening's. feſtivity. 


| The Duke propoſes to accom 
pany his brother to England in 


purſuit of his niece, and we are to 


be honoured with the reſidence of 
both 
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both at our houſe in town. Let 


| me prevail on you, my dear pa- 


rents, to meet us there; it will 
be hard to deny this requeſt, as it 
will be impoſſible for me, with 
any degree of convenience, to 
leave London whilſt our friends. 
continue the gueſts of Sir Wil- 
liam; yet, at all events, I muſt 
give them the ſlip, if you are not. 
diſpoſed to indulge us. 


We ſhould have left Paris this. 
week, but the Count's phyſicians 
have ftamped a negative on our. 


intentions; they ſay it will not be 


ſafe for him to ſet out at leaſt for 
three weeks, His impatienee 18 
not to be deſciribed; the Duke's. 

1. 3 but 


102 COUNT DE POLAND. 


but little inferior ; of our own, I 
have no occaſion to make profeſ- 
ſions, but we are obliged to ſtay; 
we cannot, conſiſtent with friend- 

ſhip, leave the noble brothers 


behind us—gratify me with one 


letter whilſt I remain here, it will 


| ſhorten the hours of my baniſh- 
ment from your embraces. 


I have not heard for an age 
from Lady Morpeth. I can only 
account for her ſilence in the ſame 
manner I do for your's, that the 
letters are gone to Montpelier. 


I long to hear Lord Caſtledown 
is really ſeriouſly attached—on 
many conſiderations. I wiſh to have 

if 
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it confirmed. What a pleaſing 
event, ſhould Olivia be the object 
of his choice ! A thouſand times 
I have thought of thoſe words— 
ſhe makes a part of Lady Morpeth's 

= /2:y. Is not the expreſſion 
{triking ? 35 
Adieu, my deareſt . mother ! 
your next will relieve me from the: 
W perplexitics of ſuſpence. 


E 


LETTER 
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L E TT E R XXVII. 
LORD CASTLEDOWN TO SIR JAMES SEATON. 


. $a | Uill-Street, 
1 Morpeth is my warmeſt 
advocate with Olivia. The 
Earl courts her for me with the 
ſame avidity he would a miſtreſs 
for himſelf. I figh out my very 
ſoul at her feet, yet ſhe is obdu- 
rate. Many. chances are againſt: 
me—ore chance only in my fa- 
vour; even that one poor blink 
| 1 called Hope, which keeps me from 
| being froze to death by her cold- 

11 neſs, ſhe would extinguiſh, if I 


did not preſerve it cantiouſly, and 
\ renew it at her eyes on every ap- 
pearance 
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pearance of ſenſibility they be- 
tray. I keep an exact regiſter on 
my mind, how often this little 
ſpark has been expiring, how of- 
ten rekindled. Here follows the 
ſum total. ; 


The next day after the maſ- 
querade I flew to Lord Morpeth's. 
She was not viſfible—ſhe was in- 
diſpoſed—ſhe could not ſee me— 
ſo ſaid the Counteſs. I thought 
life odious—a Roman exit glo- 
rious. Lady Morpeth went to 
her apartment—the arguments of 
Lady Morpeth prevailed—ſhe 
brought back with her my divine 
Olivia, Life was no longer odi- 
ous; I was no longer a Roman. 

She 
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She received my devoirs with an 
air of indifference—bad. Her in- 
difference was evidently counter. 
feit—good. I ſeized her hand; 
the liberty diſpleaſed her—ſhe 
drew it from me—worſe. Its 
trembling convinced me her 
whole lovely frame was agitated— 
better. No more attack on her 
delicacy—the converſation gene- 
ral—a heavenly morning—my an- 
gel all ſmiles—all good-humour, 


For this viſit my account fairly 
ſtated ſtands thus: in my diſ- 
favour oo -in my favour, ſymp- 
toms 3, partialities excepted. 


Six 
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Six attempts followed ſucceſ- 
ſively I ventured only to explain 
myſelf by attentions, particula- 
rities, and ſo forth, without once 
daring to ſay I love you, Clivia; 
though I had ſaid a thouſand 
times more to her at the maſque- 
. rade. What the devil ailed me? 
: never felt myſelf a coward be- 
" : fore. Well, there is in real love 
ſomething of diffidence not 
Wo be defined—unaccountable— 
ſtrangely unaccountable ! My 
harmer viſibly approved it—it 


ſeemed to gain her confidence by 
> fort of kindred claim to the re- 
finement of her ſoul, and my va- 
ity whiſpered me at the conclu- 
ion of our not unexpreſſive inter- 

views, 
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views, that I was rather debtor 
than creditor to Fortune. 


Lady Morpeth goes ſeldom into 
public; but when ſhe does, Olivia 
now conſtantly attends her! re- 
ceive a hint on thoſe occaſions 
from Morpeth, and do not ſtay at 
home to whine and ſigh like a 
puppy; yet, ſometimes, I have 
paid dearly for being of the party; 


the admiration that meet, follow, 


and intercept the footſteps of my 
angel, has given me many a ſevere 
pang, leſt another more daring 
than myſelf ſhould be more expli- 
cit. Full of this idea, and an 
extraordinary bottle of cham- 
pagne, I yeſterday broke from our 

| ſet 
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ſet at the Star and Garter, and 
was in South-Audley-ſtreet an 
hour before the time I had ap- 


pointed for eſcorting the Ladies 


to the opera. Early as it was, I 
hope I was not unexpected ; Oli- 
via, at leaſt, was not unprepared 
for my reception, I found her 
alone, and dreſſed for the even- 
ing ; her charms blazed upon me 
in full luſtre—I might as well 
have ſwallowed water as cham- 
paigne—lI was intoxicated ; but I 
owed my ſtate of intoxication to 
another cauſe; ve, not wine, 
inſpired me, I ſeized the moment 
of inſpiration ; threw myſelf at her 
feet, and opened my whole ſoul 
without reſerve, Neither confu- 

Vos bY: -: K ſion 
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ſion nor ſurpriſe actuated her 
countenance; ſhe intreated me to 


riſe. I was deaf to her intreaties, 


She then offered me a reward for 
my obedience. I ſaw her ſnowy 
hand ftretched towards me; the 
bribe was powerful ; I graſped it 
as eagerly as the venal zoo] of am- 
bition does the price of his pro- 
ſtitution. My ſweet tyrant would 
have treated me more ungeneroully 
than even thoſe poor wretches are 
treated by the agents who corrupt 
them ; for no ſooner had ſhe ob- 
tained her point, than ſhe at- 


tempted to regain the hire of my 


condeſcenſion. I ſtruggled to 


maintain my property ; I told her 


it was mine by purchaſe, and I 
would 
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would not relinquiſh my right to 
the treaſure ſhe had given me. 
Finding it in vain to contend 
againſt a declaration ſo determined, 
ſhe ſmiled, and I remained in 
quiet poſſeſſion. My tongue, now 
diſentangled from its former re- 
Witcaint, performed double duty ; 
Wit faid, it (wore, a thouſand— 
chouſand tender things, to which 
my heart warmly aſſented; but 
Which it will be immaterial to re- 
eat, unleſs you ſhould ever be as 
much in love as I am, and defire 
from me a leflon of experience. 
Having heard as much as ſhe 
hought neceſſary to her informa- 
ion, without conſidering the vio- 
lence the did me by forcing me to 
H2 ſuppreſs 


her 
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ſuppreſs a million of aſſurances 
yet unproteſted, her coral lips 
gently divided, from whence iſ- 


| ſued, in the voice of harmony, 


what I was to ſuppoſe her final 
determination; but I was not dil- 


poſed to give it all the credit ſhe 


{ſeemed to expect: a chryſtal har- 
binger ſtrayed from her dove- like 
eye, to tell me her words and in. 
clinations were at variance, 


I have changed my intentions; 
I will not treat you with a ſyllable 
of what ſhe ſaid ; if ever ſhe al- 
ters her reſolution, I will not give 
it under my ſignature that ſhe has 


ſo much of human weakneſs in 


her whole compoſition as even to 
ſubject 
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ſubject her to the very common 
frailty of both r 


IL Muſt Ro my worker confine 
but how, God knows without 
it, nothing can be done. Her 
motives for refuſing the hand, the 
W heart, the ſoul, I offered her, 
vere not 752% of caprice or affec- 
nation; they were glorious to her- 
ſelf; they were flattering to me- 
but, my mother! there it ſticks! 
Vou know my mother well, Sea- 
ton Do you ſuppoſe it poſlible ? 
Well, I will not deſpair ! perhaps 
| may yet prevail on Olivia to ſec 


1 her connection with my family in 
4 another light; if I u = call it 
ie not fickleneſs, call it the nobleſt 


K 3 efforts 
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mother.—A thought this moment 
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pretenſions in her preſence. She 


on my mother, whilſt her coun- 
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efforts of miſtaken generoſity con- 
vinced by reaſon— but firſt, my 


occurs - more of it hereafter.— 
Oh, Olivia! why reſt the peace 
of my ſoul on a point ſo doubt- 
ful? 


Lady Morpeth interrupted our 


rẽte- a- tete. I openly renewed my 


intereſted herſelf warmly in my 
favour, but without ſucceſs—to 
that one ſingle objection ſtill in- 
vincible! Lady Morpeth's polite- 
neſs ſpared any verbal reflections 


tenance ſpoke every thing. | 
thanked her Ladyſhip for her kind 
interpoſition ; 
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interpoſition; told her I was grate- 
ful for her change of opinion, and 
bid her remember the maſquerade. 
My eye glanced a flolen look at 
my angel; her face and boſom 
were covered with a deep bluſn.— 
Lady Morpeth ſmiled; and Olivia 
looked expreſſively at her, then at 
ber watch. —She took the hint, 
and immediately their chairs were 
ordered. 


On the whole, I am by no 
means a, deſpairing lover; in the 
midſt of my darkeſt proſpects, 
there are many little inlets for 
Hope to peep through. Now to 
my mother, I will let you into 
her preſent ſituation ; and leave ta 

your 
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your on ingenuity the diſcovery 
af my deſigns. Of late her Lady- 
ſhip has been exceedingly gloomy 
henever I call to ſee her, which 
is generally once a day, ſhe ſcarce 
ſpeaks; her only language is ſighs 
and groans. I am continually 


preſſing her to call in her phy- 


ficiah 3 and- yeſterday morning, 


| perceiving ſhe looked more de- 


plorable than ever, I begged, for 
my ſatisfaction, ſhe would no 
longer delay this important mat- 
ter, but fend for him immediately. 
She ſhook her head -I cannot 
oblige you, Caſtledown.—Alas ! 
you miſtake my caſe—my poor 
wretched body is in good repair; 


my ſoul alone is diſordered. My 


whole 


. 
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whole concern was now directed 


to her reaſon ; and before I left 
the houſe, I enquired privately 
of her woman, what had occa-- 


ſioned ſo great a change in the 


| diſpoſition of her Lady. She 
told me her Ladyſhip's ſpirits 
were remarkably good till the 
came to pay 
her a viſit of condolance; that 
they went out together the ſame 


Counteſs of H 


evening, and from that time ſhe 
began to perceive an alteration— 
a ſort of thoughtfulneſs, to which 
her Lady was never before ad- 
dicted. 


two, three, four times in a day; 
that they frequently went out to- 
gether, 
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A great intimacy ſuc- 
ceeded: Lady H-——— called 
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gether, and ſhe now feared her 
dear Lady's head was turned, as 
ſhe did nothing but weep and la- 
ment over her ſoul, ſaying it 
would be burnt to a cinder in fire 
and brimſtone. In this manner, 
ſaid ſhe, pleaſe your Lordſhip, 


does my good Lady talk, till my 


very hair ſtands an end; for if fo 
great a. perſonage as her Ladyſhip 
ſhould be burnt to a cinder, what 


will become of us poor people? 


I. ſmiled at her fimplicity, and 
aſked what other changes ſhe had 
obſerved, Why, my Lord, a card 


has not been ſeen in the. houſe 


this fix weeks; this is a very ſad 
change, indeed ; the ſervants de- 
clare to a man that they will leave 

194195 the 
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che family unleſs their wages are 
WT raiſed in proportion. Well, is 
chis all, Mrs. Thomſon ? Oh, no, 
my Lord, nor half what I could 
tell you— the other day, one of 
the houſe-maids, who was rub- 
bing the ſteps to my Lady's dreſſ- 
Wing-room, and ſinging one of her 
Wold ballads, as ill luck would have 
Wit, my Lady returned with Lady 
II- juſt in the nick of time, 

and hearing Suſan's voice, ſent for 
Der to forbid her ever again ſing- 
Wing profane ſongs; that hymns 
and ſpiritual ſongs were all ſhe 
would have ſung under her roof 
upon this, Suſan gave warning to 
quit her place, and the butler in 
n hour after did the ſame; in 
ſhort, 
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ſhort, my Lord, I have enough 
to do between my Lady, the men, 

and the maids, and ſhe burſt into 
tears. I adviſed her to patience, 
and haſtened home, fully con- 
vinced that my mother's malady 
was incurable. I am ſorry for it; 
though, on her Ladyſhip's con- 
verſion, I found my views of ſuc- 
_ ceeding with Olivia, 


Not one word more—it is forty 
minutes after ſeven ;—at eight! 
am engaged where and to whom 
my punctuality will inform you. 


LETTER 
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LE 


MRS. OSMOND TO LADY EDCERTON. 
Auberry Grove. 


ROVIDENCE, my dear 
Henrietta, diſpenſes its bleſ- 
ſings with a liberal hand on your 
happy, thrice happy parents. The 
child of their fondeſt affection, 
the child whoſe tender duty has 
ſupported us in our ſevereſt trials, 
is returning to our embraces; and 
Emily, our deareſt Emily, loſt to 
us before, is now all our own. 
No longer divided are our children 
in their powers of communicating 
peace and comfort to our boſoms. 
| ſuppoſe by this time your letters 
will be returned from Montpelier 3 
Vol. IV. L 8 if 
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if ſo, they will explain the ſource 
from whence is derived my pre- 
ſent tranſporting ſenſations; or, 
if they are not returned, I have 


ſaid enough to inform you, that t 
Lady Morpeth has ſeen her er- 
rors; that all our former 'appre- p 
henſions are over, and that you n. 


have now an amiable ſiſter. Your 
father calls Emily's return to rec- 
titude 7he birth of ſoul—he has en- 
joyed more happineſs within the 
laſt month, than in ſixteen years 
preceding—infinitely more, tho' 
every grain of ſatisfaction could 
have been extracted from the heavy 
burthen of ſelf-accuſation that 
has oppreſſed him fince his fatal 
acquieſcence to the requeſt of 
Lady 


Lady Caſtledown. Every thing 
contributes to fill up the meaſure 
of our joy; your prophetick ſpirit 
directed yon to the perſon whoſe 
beauty and merit has captivated 
| s the affections of Lord Caſtledown. 
= Olivia is one of the moſt exem- 
Wplary young creatures that ever 
nature produced; under the direc- 
tion of Heaven, ſhe has been the 
| 3 econd cauſe of reſtoring to us our 
7 long-loſt Emily. How providen= 
al your meeting her in France, 
Wow fortunate your ſending her 
Wover !—I owe her much—my 
Peace is nearly connected with her 
Wclicity, and, now an opportunity 
ourts her to render that felicity 
Perfect. | 
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We-ſhare with you the proſpe& 
of returning happineſs to your in- 
eſtimable friend the Count de Po- 
land. I have known pain, I have 
taſted of regret, I have experienced 
diſappointments; but the recollec- 
tion of pain, regret, diſappoint- 
ments, only ſerve to make my 
preſent joys more exquiſite, 


The indefatigable bees from 
various bloſſoms collect their 
ſweets—from various cauſes the 
human mind extracts its comforts 
—if a plant obnoxious to the 
nature of thoſe delicate ſweets 
Happens in their way, by inſtinct 
they avoid it—the bitters that are 
ſtrewed in the path of man he 

cannot 
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cannot fly from, but it is always 
in his power to make them 1% 
unpalatable by induſtriouſly ga- 
thering honey from the flowers of 
Hope. Fr: e Belt 


We fee without reluctance the 
neceſſity you are under of remain+ 
ing in town, whilſt your friends 
continue in England ; and are de- 
termined to meet, or at leaſt to 
join you there. Lord Morpeth 
will not ſuffer Emily to move in- 
her preſent condition, and he now 
not only conſents to, but approves 
her ſtaying in town, till after her 
recovery—the time which will 
confirm their mutual felicity 
draws near——ſhe is not diſpirited 
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the delightful thought of being 
a parent counter-balances thoſe 
little fears, to which women in 
her ſituation are often ſubjected; 
ſhe wiſhes me to be with her at 
the critical moment, and I have 
promiſed at all events to gratify 
her wiſhes. Adieu! my deareſt 
Henrietta. 8 
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LORD CASTLEDOWN TO SIR. JAMES SEATON, 


Hill-Street 
EAVY clouds often bring 
on the morning—a ſplendid 


noon ſucceeds—and a calm even- 
ing 
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ing cloſes the comfortable day. 
Olivia frowned—dreary - were my 
proſpes! Olivia ſmiles, gloom is 
diſpelled, and my views are no 
longer obſcured by vapour. 


I charge you, my friend, on 
your beſt hopes I charge you, to 
embrace my doctrine - to follow 
my example. Avoid what I once 
called the ſtate of b/efſed fingleneſs ; 
look out for an amiable woman; 
let her convince you, that a fingle 
ſtate is not a ſtate of S/efſedneſi—TI 
diſavow my former opinion, and 
beg pardon of the whole charming 
ſex for having ever preſumed to 
harbour a thought derogatory to 
their e of diſperüng happi- 
neſs. 


N. 
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neſs. So ſeriouſly at heart do I 
take your reformation, that be- 
fore I tell you by what wonder- 
ful methods the finiſhing ſtroke 
was put to my own, I ſhall hold 
up to your view the picture of a 
bachelor, and oppoſe it to the por- 
trait of a married man, ſuch az 
they now appear to the eye of my 
unclouded reaſon. 


A bachelor is a ſort of whim- 
fical being, which nature never 
intended to create ; he was formed 
out of all the odds and ends of 
what materials were left after the 
great work was over; unluckily 
for him, the finer paſſions are 


all mixed up in the compoſition 
of 
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ſocial enjoyments ; what remains 


for the bachelor is hardly enough 


to rub round the cruſty mould into 
which he is thrown, to avoid 
waſte—ſome ſeaſoning, that he 
may not be quite inſipid, muſt be 
ſubſtituted in the ſtead of more 
valuable ingredients, ſo in Dame 
Nature toſſes /#//-/ove, without 
weight or meaſure—a kind of un- 
derſtanding that is fit for no other 
uſe—a ſprinkling of wiſdom 
which turns to acid from the ſour 
_ diſpoſition of the veſſel in which 
it 1s contained, and the whole 
compoſition is concluded with an 
immoderate portion of oddities. 
Thus formed, thus finiſbed, a ba- 
chelor 


of thoſe creatures intended for 
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chelor is popp'd into the world 
mere lumber, without a poſſibility 
of being happy himſelf, or eſſen- 


tially contributing to the happi- 


neſs of others. His only buſineſs 
is to keep himſelf quiet; he gets 
up to lie down, and lies down to 
get up. No tender impreſſions 
enliven his waking hours—no 
agreeable reveries diſturb his dro- 
niſh ſlumbers. If he ever ſpeaks 


the language of ſenſibility, he 


ſpeaks it on the excellence of. ſome 


favourite diſh, or on the choice 


liquors with which his cellars 
abound ; on ſuch ſubjects he feels 
the rapture of a lover.-—The pace 
of a bachelor is ſober ; he would 
n mend it to get out of a 

1415 ſtorm, 
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ſtorm, though that ſtorm were to 
threaten a deluge ; but ſhew him 
2 woman who is intitled to the 
compliment of his hat, and he 
will ſhuffle on as if he was walk- 
ing for a wager. His houſe» 
W keeper or his laundreſs he can 
talk to without reſerve, but any 
Wother of the ſex, whoſe condition 
Wis above a uſeful dependent, is his 
error. A coffee-houſe is his 
anctum ſunctorum, againſt bright 
yes and dazzhng complections; 
ere he Jounges out half his days 

t home he fits down to his un- 
ial meals, and when his palate is 
pleaſed, he has no other patlion to 
ratify, Such is a bachelor 
uch the life of a bachelor what 
becomes 


mum 77 


1, 


132 COUNT DE POLAND. 


becomes of him after death, I am 
not caſuiſt enough to determine, 


Now for the married man. The 
felicity of a married man never 
ſtands till; it flows perpetual, 
and ſtrengthens in its paſſage ; it 
is ſupplied from various channels; 
it depends more on others than 
himſelf; from participation pro- 
ceeds the moſt extatic enjoyments 
of a married man. 


By an union with the gent, 
moſt poliſhed, moſt beautiful part 
of the creation, his ind is hat- 
monized, his manners ſoftened, 
his ſoy/ animated by the tendereſt, 
livelieſt {enſations,-Love, grati- 

tude, 
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tude, and univerſal benevolence, 
mix in all his ideas. 'The houſe 
of a married man is his parauſe z 
he never leaves it without regret, 
never returns to it but with glad- 
neſs - the friend of his ſoul, the 
wife of his boſom, welcomes his 
approach with ſuſceptibility ;— 
joy fluſhes her cheek—mutual are 
their tranſports. Infants, lovely 
as the ſpring, climb about his 
knees, and contend which ſhall 
catch the envied kiſs of paternal 
fondneſs. Smiling plenty, under 
the guardianſhip of æconomy, is 
ſeen in every department of his 
family. Generoſity ſtands porter 
at his door; Liberality preſides 
at his table, and ſocial Mirth gives 
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to time its moſt pleaſing motion, 
To the exiſtence of a married 
man, there is no termination; 
when Death overtakes him, he i 
only tranſlated from one heaven to 
another; his glory is immorts- 


lized, and his children's children 


repreſent him on earth to the 1 
generation. | 


No, dear James, I have done 
my duty—the pictures are both 
before you—you mult copy after 
one or the other. I think you are 
turned of thirty; time is precious; 
you have none to throw away on 
deliberation—let your 65 judge- 
ment direct you—the choice of 
your friend is already determined. 


e 
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CONTINUATION. 


Thurſday I attended Lady Mor- 
peth and my angel to Bach's con- 
cert, and returned with them to 
ſupper.—The poſt was juſt ar- 
rived; my ſervant gave me my 
letters at the door, and I ſtepp'd 
into the library, impatient to read 
| them, expecting that evening a 
letter of importance. This 
curſed buſineſs was afterwards the 
| means of making me appear the 
verieſt fool in nature. On enter- 
ing the dining- room, I there faw 
Lord and Lady Morpeth, but no 
Olivia. Olivia was flown—her 
abſence was to be accounted for a 
mouſand ways. I was eaſy.— 


M 2 Supper 
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Supper placed on the table, ſer- 
vants waiting, ſhe did not appear; 
my eaſe abated; I felt, I looked 
diſconcerted. I ſtood at the back 
of my chair, my eyes wandering 
from one door to another. Lord 
and Lady Morpeth enjoyed my 
confuſon—they took their places 
—you need not wait, ſaid her 
Ladyſhip, (the ſervants diſap- 
peared) and looking at each other, 
ſiniled ſignificantly ; prithee, Caſ- 
tledown, why ſo melancholy ?— 
I-did not anſwer his queſtion, but 
till looked at the door. Come, 


e me, my Lord, ſaid the Coun- 
teſs, for heaven's ſake, fit down; 
let -us go to ſupper; I am mon- 
ſtrouſly hungry. Are we to ſet 
down 
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down alone, Madam? (1 aſked this 


-peeviſhly). She anſwered gravely, 


we expect no ether company; 
Olivia deſired to be excuſed, De- 
fired to be excuſed! O, very well; 
Iam perfe#ly ſatisfied ; and | flung 
myſelf into my chair. You muft 
gueſs the ſituation of my mind, 
Seaton, for I cannot deſcribe it; 
ſhe had no pretence to Ylnefs the 
moment before I parted with 
her; to what cauſe then could 1 
attribute her deſire of being ex- 
cuſed. They preſſed me to eat; 
I was 00 proud to betray the ago- 
nies I ſuffered ; but I thought the 
firſt bit I put in my mouth would 
have choaked me. You have no 
appetite, ſaid Morpeth ; but here 

NM 3 is 


panied by a bluſh of ſo much ſen- 
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is a cordial that will revive your 
ſpirits. | My divinity broke upon 
us as he ſpoke; and giving Lady 
Morpeth. an opened letter, faid, 
the hoped flat would apologize 
for het abſence; it Was accom- 


fibility, that I could almoſt (wear 
my name was mentioned in the 
letter. I ſnatched her ſnowy hand 
as it croſſed the table; and on it 
imprinted my thanks for her hay- 
ing relieved me from a ſtate of 
torture, not that I owe any thanks 
to my ingenious friends who hat 
contrived to build it on her acci- 
dental di ſappearance. The remain - 
der of the evening more than re- 
paid me for the torments with 

| which 


which it had commenced. I en- 
tered into an appointment with 
my own heart—to-morrow, faid I, 
I will go to my mother=to-mor- 
row my fate ſhall be decided; 
| and with 25% reſolution I left my 
Olivia.——To-morrow came; 1 
went to St. James's-ſquare ; it was 
about eleven in the morning ; the 
table was ſpread for breakfaſt, 
but her Ladyſhip did not appear 
for more than half an hour. A 
middle-aged man dreſſed in black, 
his hair nicely powdered and 
turned up in a round curl, ſaluted 
me at my entrance; I had ncver 
ſeen him before, but he appeared 
to be at Home and ꝓuite at his eaſe. 
I returned his ſalute with civility; 
we 
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-e entered into a converſation, 
in which he gave me to under- 
ſtand he had the honour to be ap- 
pointed my mother's domeſtic chap- 
lain, and that he was patronized 
by the Counteſs of H, thro' 
whole recommendation he filled 
| his preſent office. I wiſhed to 
ayail myſelf of his influence in 
caſe ſuch an auxiliary ſhould be 
neceſſary, which conſideration 
made me pay him ſome light 
compliment on his ſituation, and 
he did not ſeem diſpleaſed at the 
diſtinction. 


In the courſe of our chit- chat, 
he modeſtly enough concealed his 
opinion in regard to his religious 
| matters, 


9 
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matters, which I have often ob- 
ſerved thoſe kind of enthuſiaſts 
are forcing upon you on all occa- 
fions. This moderate apoſtle con- 
tented himſelf with 7ow and then 
glancing at the luxury, the vices, 
or aiſſipation of the times, without 
being either impertinent or unen- 
tertaining. My mother's preſence 
put an end to our tete-a- tete. 
Her pace as ſhe approached us 


was lo and ſolemn; her face pale 


as alhes ; nor could I help think- 
ing the countenance with which 
her chaplain received her muſt re- 
ſemble a Newgate ordinary when 
he attends his convict on the day 
of execution.—I never ſaw a 
change ſo inſtantaneous, ſo gla- 

ringly 
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ringly ridiculous. We fat down to 
breakfalt—my mother /ighed fre- 
quently, talked little, and eat leſs— 


my appetite was taken away by the 


puzzling buſineſs of thinking—my 
brain was contriving a thouſand 


methods to announce. the ſubject 


of my viſit, whilſt the pious Doc- 
tor, ſeriouſly applying to the hot 
rolls in conjunction with a com- 
fortable baſon of chocolate, amply 


made up for the deficiency of 


both by dint of his own maſterly 
performance. My mother aſked 
me what I had done with myſelf 
the preceding evening. I was at 
Bach's concert, Madam; after 


which I ſupped with Lord Mor- 


peth. 
Son! 
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Son! my ſon! (ſhaking her 
head, lifting up her hands and 
eyes) Heaven turn your heart.— 
1 once delighted as you now do in 
thoſe profane, intoxicating plea- 
ſures. Juſt as I arrived at the 
very brink of perdition, the /þ:r:t 
awakened me to the horrors of my 
ſituation Oh! may the ſame par- 
ticular inſpiration ſnatch you alſo 
from your preſent danger Con- 
verſe freely, my Lord, with this 
worthy reverend divine, pointing 
to the Doctor, and he will con- 
vince you how much more rap- 
turous enjoyment is to be found, 
when joining the ſongs of Saints 
and miniſters, than by liſtening to 
the band of Satan, who, by ſoften- 


ing 
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for our uſe. 
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ing our poor weak ſouls with 
ſounds of voluptuouſneſs, eaſily 
make us the prey of his devices, 


The Doctor gave his aſſent 
with a groan; he was 700 buſily 


employed to ratify it more cir- 


cumſtantially.— Pardon me, my 
dear Madam, and I took her hand; 
pardon me, if I preſume to diſſent 
from the argument you advance 
I am a young man, but I have 


my ſerious moments; and I hope 


no action of my life has been re- 
markably culpable. I reverence 
Supreme Omnipotence ; I grate- 
fully partake the good things 
Providence has created or inſtituted 
—Religion, in the 

light 


COUNT DE POLAND. 145 


light my reaſon teaches me to 
behold her, is not robed in ter- 
rors; her precepts are mild, be- 
nign; ſhe perſuades, ſhe courts, 
but does not terrify us to obedi- 
ence. Religion, though Queen of 
Virtues, is no enemy to innocent 
amuſements. 


Caſtledown, I have heard you 
thus far with patience. Con- 
deſcend then, Madam, to increaſe 
the favour you do me by one mo- 
ment more of your attention.ä—I 
ſometimes think, but ſeldom /pea/ 
of the ſubject we are now upon 
Your Ladyſhip introduced it, and 
| wiſh to acquaint you with my 
ſettled principles, that for the 
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future we may underſtand each 


other, and avoid recriminations.— 
I give you my permiſſion, ſon, 
to ſupport as well as you -can your 
poor uninſpired judgment; but 
take care not to defend what you 
call zunocent amuſements—V ice, 
deſtructive Vice, is concealed un- 
der that appellation.—Vice, Ma- 
dam, ſhall not find an advocate in 
me; and I acknowledge my own 
inſufficiency to give the opinions 
to which I am attached their pro- 
per weight, I only mean to ex- 
plain my ſentiments diſtinctly.— 
Suppoſe, Madam, a great mo- 
narch invites you by his embaſla- 
dors to his kingdom, which 1s 
ſituated at a great diſtance from 

your 
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your preſent habitation—ſuppoſe 
from the munificence of his pro- 
miſes you chearfully enter on the 
journey, previouſly informed what 
on your part is expected to procure 
you- a gracious reception. Love 
and gratitude muſt naturally be 
the effuſions of your ſoul, when 
you contemplate the infinite obli- 
cations this great monarch lays 
you under; no fear can poſſibly 
mix with thoſe effuſions but the 
fear of offending by neglecting the 
conditions into which: you have 
voluntarily entered. Suppoſe, to 
make your journey pleaſant and 
commodious, this good prince, by 
whom you are invited, has filled 
the road with refreſhments of 
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every kind to accommodate your 
body, exhilarate your ſpirits, or 
ſooth your mind, on an expedition 
unavoidably fatiguing. Now, al- 
low me to aſk you, Madam, and 
I will venture to apply the ſame 
queſtion to your chaplain; do 
vou be teſtify your duty to your 
| benefactor by adoring his bounty, 
and moderately partaking the 
bleſſings he ſets before you; or, 
by turning from them in diſguſt, 
as if treacherouſly intended as : if : 
pernicious trap to enſnare your 


c 
ſafety? | { 


They looked at each other-it ff 
was not difficult to decypher the 
thoughts of either. My mother 

; br w 
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by her ſilence, evidently put it on 
her ſpiritual director to anſwer my 
allegory, whilſt his countenance 
ſpoke how much he was divided 
to preſerve his conſequence with 
her Ladyſhip, and not offend a 
man who has in his gift ſome va- 
luable preferment, of which cir- 
cumſtance he did not ſeem unin- 
formed. Three audible hems 
cleared the organs of his ſpeech; 
and the fourth was attended with 
a happy delivery. May I pre- 
ſume to interpret your ſilence, my 
good Lady, as a command. to an- 
it wer his Lordſhip's application to 
the /e, She gave an aſſenting nod. 
aer, ——He ſtood up; his attitude. 
bl would have graced a pulpit, but, 
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like too many of our popular 
preachers who ſpeak to gain ap- 
plauſe rather than convince their 
audience, his doctrine was by no 
means orthodox; it was ſuch 2 
complication of rhetorical flowers 
and falſe reaſoning, the daub of 
flattery ſtuck ſo thick on every part 
of my Lordſhip's character, whillt 
the faults. and blemiſhes of human 
nature. were ſo nakedly expoſed, 
that I have not patience to rehearſe 
his cant; I ſhall only ſay, the cre- 
dit he gave to himſelf, and the ap- 
probation. he received from my 
mother, made up for the indiffe- 
rence. with which I attended to 


his elaborate, almoſt unintelligible 


harangue.—Sound, without. e 
can 
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can convey no pleaſure to a mind 
that is not qualified by 2gnorance 
for its reception. I did not ap- 
pear inclined to lengthen out the 
converſation, he obſerved it, took. 
the hint, and left the room. 


Now was my trial to come on, 
or rather now was I to open my. 
campaign—Love and war admit. 
of ſtratagem, therefore 70. reflec- 
tion on a lover or a ſoldier to adopt 
it. Armed with the picture of, 
my charmer, no matter how it: 
came into my poſſeſſion, I thought 
L required no other weapon to. 
overcome my adverſary; I pre 
ſented it to my mother. Did: 
but Learn ever ſee a face ſo 


beautiful, 
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beautiful, ſo engaging as this ?— 

She looked earneſtly at it, and 
ſeemed ſtruck with ſurprize. [1 
muſt confeſs, ſon, if the original 
is half ſo handſome as His picture, 
ſhe might prove a dangerous ene- 
my to the ſoul of a young man.— 
Satan has various modes of tempt- 
ing us to deſtruction beware of 
the 7empfor.—Dear Madam, Satan, 
believe me, has no communica- 
tion with a mind ſo pure, ſo her 
venly, as that which belongs to the 
perſon whoſe reprefentation has 
engaged your attention.—Alas, my 
Lord ! you do not know the power 
of the evil one. He muſt, Ma- 
dam, be powerful indeed, if he 
can make the ſeat of piety, oc 
wiſdom, 
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wiſdom, of purity, his vile ma- 
chine to convey wickedneſs into a 
world already over- ſtocked with 
his agents. 


Fie upon you, fie upon you, 
Caſtledown ! I tremble to hear 
you talk in this manner. Il beg 
your pardon, Madam; by what 
expreſſion have I been ſo unfortu- 
nate as to offend. you ? I don't 
1 like to argue, my Lord; but you 
1- did not ſpeak with reſpect. 
he whom? my dear mother; you 
cannot ſurely accuſe me with want 
of reſpect to your Ladyſhip, and 
if I ſpoke fee/imgly of the diſtinc- 
tion between virtue and vice, 
where is the crime for which I 


Of 
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am ſo ſeriouſly rebuked ?—I ſmiled 
as I aid this; and taking her hand, 
preſſed it to my lips. She ſaw 
her error, and almoſt returned my 
ſmile ; but re- aſſuming her new 
acquired gravity ſhe ſighed deeply, 
then aſked if I was acquainted 
with the Lady whoſe picture [ 
had ſhewn her.—I replied with 
an air of indifference, that I had 
ſometimes the honour of ſeeing 
her at Lord Morpeth's. —And 
is ſhe really ſo lovely, ſo amiable, 
as you deſcribe her ? It is im- 
poſſible, Madam, to r fr her 
perfections. 


Take care what you ſay, ſon; 
E do not belong to our 
nature 
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nature—Satan wreſtles with us— 
we mult rely wholly on the Hpirit 
—but you are not yet called. 
Alas! youth, beauty, birth, ac- 
compliſhments, riches ; what are 
theſe but traps laid by the Devil 
to enſnare us ?——She was now 
come to the very point I withed 
her to arrive at. In the fulleſt ex- 
tent I allow, Madam, the propri- 
ety of your molt juſt obſervation; 
rank, fortune, title, may be called 
the dreſs of human happineſs, the 
refned part is of quite a dif- 
ferent nature. The lovely, amia- 
ble woman, continued I, of whom 
we have been ſpeaking, is infi- 
nitely more diſtinguiſhed by re- 
aements than birth or fortune. 

The 
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The better for herſelf, my Lord; 
it will make her turn her thoughts 
to ſerious matters. Oh! had you 
heard the Reverend Mr. Blank, as 
I have done on this ſubje&, you 
would wonder how vanity could 
get the dominion over our poor 
ſouls; the caſe is this, we are 
blinded by / till enlightened by 
reformation. Your Ladyſhip' 
arguments carry conviction ; there 
is not a crime ſo deteſtable in my 
eyes as the ſin of pride; yet we 
ſacrifice, in ſupport of this per- 
nicious paſſion, our moſt eſſential 
| bleflings. Miſs Mildmay would 
at this moment, Madam, be the 
happieſt as ſhe is already the moſt 
deſerving of her ſex, but for the 

: fooliſh 
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fooliſh cuſtoms of the world, 
whoſe modes are founded merely 
on vanity. Explain yourſelf, 
my Lord. — Why thus, Madam; 
Miſs Mildmay, the Lady whoſe 
picture you have ſeen, is partial to 
a young man of rank ſuperior to 
her own, and the fear of diſgracing 
him in the opinion of his family, 
withholds her fromencouraging his 
ardent purſuits, though ſhe knows 
be doats on her to diſtraction. 


Why this energy, Caſtledown ? 
She ſhook her head. The ſub- 
ject is intereſting, and my heart 
is engaged in the felicity of zho/e 
lovers. If they love, I would 
adviſe them by all means, my 
„ Lord, 
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Lord, not to marry.— s it poſ- 
ſible this can be the advice of my 
mother ?——Undoubtedly ; that 
man or woman is undone who 
can draw his or her affection from 
heavenly, and place it upon earthly 
objets.—I thought, Madam, 
marriage had been a divine inſtitu- 
tion.—And you have not thought 
wrong; marriage was a divine 
inſtitution, yet we are not com- 
manded to indulge our paſſions to 
idolatry; grievoufly do we fin 
when we rob Heaven inthe ſmalleſt 
degree of that tranſporting er- 
vent love which ſhould be all its 
own, and will not bear a diviſion. 


—Did your Ladyſhip marry my 


father on this principle ?—I was, 


when 


EY 
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when I married your father, the 
daughter of perdition; I am now 
called to a ſtate of ſalvation ; there 
can be no analogy between my 
former and preſent ſentiments, 
Give me leave, Madam, to aſk 
you one queſtion ;—were not the 
endearing affections of nature im- 
planted in our boſoms by the hand 
of our Maker? And do we, think 
you, render him ſervice by en- 
deavouring to root them from 
thence ?—1 have told you before, 
Caſtledown, I hate argument— 
I will not be puzzled; if you 
want information, apply to. my 
chaplain.—Dear Madam, be not 
angry, I have done; and accord- 
ing to the light you zo place 

O2 Matri- 


| 
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Matrimony to my view, I can ſee 
no reaſon why a man ſhould ever 
marry at all.— Ves, there are many 
reaſons ; and it is your obſtinacy 
only that prevents you from ſeeing 
them; in your own fituation, 
marriage becomes a duty; you are 
the laſt of your family, and if you 
die without hers the title is ex- 
tinct.— Well then, Madam, fince 
you allow this, I muſt inform 
you the man who loves Miſs Mild. 
may is exactly in my predicament, 
and invincibly attached to her; 
but ſo great is her delicacy, ſo ex- 


emplary her honour, that he has 


no hopes of a union with her, but 
through the interpoſition of his 
mother.—She ſtarted and turned 

pale.— 


COUNT DE POLAND. 161 


pale, —I hope, my Lord,. 
Deareſt Madam, I will no longer 
diſſemble; the very man now 


ſtands before you. What! ſo- 


licit a/ow-born wretch—a woman 
whom you confeſs has not ever 
fortune to recommend her—court 
ſuch a one as this to be my daugh- 
ter! how dare you, Caſtledown,. 


affront me by ſo preſumptuous, ſo. 


extravagant a propoſal. 


Her features as ſhe ſpoke were 
diſtorted by reſentment, and paſ- 
fon. threw its crimſon. mantle 
over every part that was viſible. 
of her perſon.. It was no more 
than expected; I was prepared 
for the ſtorm, and ſtood undaunted, 
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whilſt my ears were ſaluted with: a 
volley of reproaches, mingled with 
repeated commands to relinquiſh 
my deſigns, or baniſh myſelf her 
preſence for ever. Words. for a 
time came in great plenty to her 
aſſiſtance, but at laſt, utterance 
grew difficult, and tears ſucceeded, 
Though I was not diſconcerted 
at her rage, yet I could not wit- 
neſs unmoved a parent ſeemingly 
afflicted; I threw myſelf at her 
feet; I pleaded my cauſe with ten- 
der ſubmiſſion ; —ineffectual my 
pleadings; I was told either to 
renounce Olivia, or expect her un- 
remitting diſpleaſure. I aroſe from 
my ſupplicating poſture, and re- 
folved to change the mode of my 


application. 
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application. At this critical mo- 
ment the door opened, and in 
ſtalked her pious director; but he 
ſaw we were deeply engaged, and 
would have retired, had I not pre- 
vented him. My mother's mind, 
ſaid I, is diſcompoſed; pray, ſir, 
come forward; your company can- 
not be diſpleaſing. The doctor 
bowed ; full of important curioſity 
did as I requeſted, and looked very 
much at my ſervice.—— My mo- 
ther frowned; ungracious ſon ! do 
you mean. to expoſe me? I am 
particularly unhappy, Madam, 
that nothing I do can give you 
pleaſure.— Mighty well, mighty 
well, my Lord, riſing from her 
chair, and advancing towards the 


aſtoniſhed, 
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aſtoniſhed prieſt, as my ſon has 
inyited you to witneſs the diftreſs 
into which he has plunged me, 
why ſhould I conceal his un- 
dutiful behaviour 2 Why hide his 
crime from you ? — Oh. Sir !—Oh, 
Doctor — be has made me 
the moſt miſerable of women — he 
threatens to bring a beggar into 
my family. | 


I took both her hands in mine, 
and reſpectfully ſeating her, in- 
ſiſted on her permitting me to lay 
open the circumſtances of my 
fituation, that I might not ſuffer 
in the world. from prejudice and 
miſrepreſentation. She made an 
effort. to filence me; I ſaw my 


advantage; 
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advantage ; it was my laſt re- 
ſource, and I was not to be ſilenced. 
After ſaying all I had to ſay, the 
Doctor declared himſelf on my 
fide, and managed ſo dexterouſly, 
that though my mother gave me 
no reaſon to ſuppoſe her reſolution 
was in the leaſt weakened, yet I 
ſaw by the abatement of her pai- 
fion, that in a ſhort time he would 
mould her mind to receive what- 
ever impreſſions were of conſe- 
quence to my felicity ; and I ſaw 
too, with additional pleaſure, he 
meant not to be ſparing of his in- 
fluence in my favour. 


I concealed this new reinforce- 
ment of hope as a corps de reſerve, 
and 
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and riſing to take my leave, I 
moved towards my mother with a 
folemn, penſive, determined air, 
—Farewell, Madam, ſaid I, you 
drive me from your preſence; per- 
haps for ever.—I am maſter of my 
own actions, why lead me like an 
infant? I am paſſed the age of 
controul, Why will you not re- 
pay my obedience with tender- 
neſs ? My affections are ſettled in- 
variably; if you withhold your 
approbation another day, I leave 
England—a country in which | 
have experienced repeated oppoſi- 
tion, the /a/? of which muſt be fatal 
to my peace.—She was touched; 
the Doctor interpoſed ; but | 
broke from them, and made my 


exit. 
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exit, I had not been at home 
more than two hours, every mo- 
ment expecting a meſſage to recall 
me, when my Aid de Camp ruſhed 
into my preſence with the joyful 
tidings of having gained a com- 
pleat victory. I do not want gra- 
titude, and I thanked him for his 
friendly offices by a promiſe of the 
beſt preferment in my gift. 


My. mother had ſent a meſſage 
by him to requeſt I would dine 


" {With her; and, in conſequence of 
ay readineſs to oblige her, the 
received me graciouſly, ſaid ſhe 


would ſoon ſee Miſs Mildmay, 
andif ſhe anſwered my deſcription, 
would not only conſent to our 

union, 


— 
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union, but even become my ad- 


vocate. 


The certainty of calling Olivia 
my own, exhilarated my ſpirits; 
the proſpect of a good benefice 
had the /ame happy effect on the 


Doctor's, and I found his reve- 


rence no bad companion over a 


bottle; he is one of thoſe who can 
be all things to all men. 


My mother retiring foon after 
dinner, we crank our claret freely 
for half an hour, when I flew ex- 
ulting to South - Audley- ſtreet, 
leaving the ſmug roſy-faced ſaint 
more than half a biſhop. —The 
reſt at my leiſure, | 


LETTER 
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LADY MORPETH TO MRS. OSMOND. 


E 


South-Audley- Street. 


VER ſince I have experienced 
the comfortable bleſſing of 


a reconciliation to the boſoms of 
my dear affectionate parents, my 


ideas have been expanding, and 
my heart has unfolded itſelf to 
partake the felicity of others. 
How zew, how delightful, are 
ſuch impreflions—every obſtruc- 
tion is removed to our Olivia's 
being the wife of Lord Caſtle- 
down ; and my good-natured Lord 
(I love him the better for it) is 
intoxicated with pleaſure ; in ſhort, 


N Madam, 
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Madam, we are altogether a fa- 
mily of rapture. —Olivia writes to 
you, but ſhe will not, I dare lay, 
be one quarter part ſo deſcriptive 
as J am inclined to be.—Modeſty 
is a bar her vanity will never be 
able to get over ;—ſhe will tell 
you ſhe is happy, but ſhe will not 
tell you with what grace, with 
what enchanting ſweetneſs, ſhe 
ratified the happineſs of her gene- 
rous lover. —I go but little abroad, 
as my ſituation makes every kind 
of fatigue diſagreeable; and I now 
begin to find home not only ſup- 
portable, but pleaſant. 


The other evening as Olivia 
and I were employed at our frames, 
Lord 
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Lord Morpeth entertaining us 


with one of Shakeſpeare's plays, 


Lord Caſtledown ſtole upon us. 
We are ſo uſed to expect him, he 
is ſo much a family man in our 
houſe, that my Lord, who was 
got into one of the long ſpeeches 
in King John, did not lay aſide 
his book when he entered; for 
my part, it was by mere accident 
that I took my eyes from my 
work, and caſually looking to- 
wards him, I ſaw in a moment 


that his countenance was animated 


with an unuſual degree of vivacity. 
He placed himſelf behind Oli- 
via, and he leant over the back of 
her chair; his attitude was that of 
attention, but his attention was 


Pp 2 fixed | 
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fixed on the beautiful hands and 
arms of his miſtreſs, not on the 
excellencies of Shakeſpeare, or the 
creation which ſprung beneath 
the ſnowy fingers of Olivia. She 
had not ſeen his Lordſhip's ap- 
proach with indifference; the 
pleaſure that ſparkled in his eyes 
was transfuſed to her own—ſhe 
has a// the modeſty in the world, 
but not a grain of affectation.— 
How penetrating was the ſmiling 
look ſhe gave him; her elegant 
neck never appeared to ſuch ad- 
vantage as in the attitude of turn- 
ing half round to convey him ſo 
ſweet a glance, as I ſaw ſunk to 
his very ſoul.— He ſnatched her 
unreluctant hand, and preſſing it 

fervently 
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fervently to his boſom: My dear- 

eſt, dear creature, he exclaimed in 
a voice of tranſport, my mother 

conſents. to our union—can you 

longer heſitate ? 


The ſuddenneſs of this addreſs 
filled us all with aſtoniſhment.— 
His mother conſent to their union! 
I proteſt I thought him mad; 
my Lord dropped his book,. 
ſtarted from his chair, and ſtood. 
ſtaring at him as if he was of the 
fame opinion. To deſcribe the 
emotions of Olivia is impoſſible. 
—Aurora's bluſh has been often 
celebtated by the Poets, but Au- 
rora, in her gayeſt colouring, never 

bluſhed like Olivia; her bluſh, at 
P, 
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that moment, expreſſed all that 
can be imagined of love, joy, 
. gratitude, and ſurpriſe; I may 
call it my firſt interview with 
zhoſe paſſions ; I never before ſup- 
poſed it poſſible they could be fo 
exquiſitely expreſſive. I have not 
been much diſpoſed to obſerva- 
tions of this nature; I begin to 
think there is a greater charm in 
ſenſibility thaneven in beauty itſelf; 
yet it is a conſtitutional advantage, 
and I am zo aſſured from expe- 
rience, how poſſible it is to admire 
without po//efing it. Speak, my 


angel, my life, continued the 
tranſported lover, ſpeak, and tel 
me I am not the object of your 
averſion. Hold, Caſtledown, 
eried 
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cried my good man interpoſing, 
Olivia ſhall not ſpeak ; ſhe ſhall 
not even look at you, till you 
convince me what you tell us of 
your mother is not all a dream; 
prove the reality ; and as the moſt 
deſerving man in the world, I 
will venture to promiſe for Olivia's 
heart that it ſhall be all your own. 
You bribe high, my Lord; 
but I will owe a// to love and my 
Olivia; my mother will ſee you 
to-morrow ;, are you diſpoſed, my 
angel, to receive her viſit?— I 
had taken her hand in mine; it 
was cold as death ; her delicate 
frame could not. ſupport. the tide 
of joy by which ſhe was over- 
whelmed,, ſhe could only bow a. 

ſilent 
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filent affent to his queſtion ; her 


eyes filled with tears, ſhe aroſe 


to conceal them, and prefling 


my hand, whiſpered—dear Lady 


Morpeth, ſuffer me to retire, 
I atn the weakeſt of all. human 
beings. In a moment, Lord 


Caſtledown- was at her feet=why, 


why theſe tears, my beloved? you 
muſt not leave me; you are ſu- 
petiot to affectation. Are they the 
tears of compaſſion? Do they flow 
from regret that you cannot com- 
mand your inclinations to reward 
a paſſion ſo ſtrongly interwoven 
with my exiſtence, as to render 


_ them inſeparable ?—[ now really 


feared. ſhe would have fainted ;— 
her tears and ſilence had certainly 
filled 
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filled him with alarming appre- 
henſions. I am quite aſhamed, 
ſaid ſhe, with having expoſed my- 
ſelf; I muſt either declare what 
will cover me with confuſion, or 


J muſt give Lord Caſtledown rea- 


ſon to ſuppoſe me ungrateful.— 
Deareſt, beſt of women, honour 
me with your real ſentiments, and 
fear not that I will take advan- 
tage of your goodneſs ; the con- 
dition to which I have ſeen you 
reduced, has afflicted me beyond 
meaſure; I would not again ſuffer 
ſuch torments for the univerſe.— 
I meant not, my Lord, to afflict 
you; I could not reſtrain my 
tears, they were not the tears of 
Ras I ſaid enough? and a 
crimſon 
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etimſon bluſh dyed her expreſſive 
countenance. ——OOne word more, 
and I will not further diſtreſs my 
angel ;—will you confent to ſee 
my mother as the prelude to my 
happineſs ?——You leave me no 
choice, my Lord; your diſin- 
tereſted tenderneſs has a claim to 
my obedicnce.——Fhe affection, 
the candour of bi declaration, 
delivered with a ſweetneſs and 
dignity not to be equalled, com- 
pleated his joy; - and Lord Mor- 
peth, who doats on Olivia, was half 
frantick ; I hardly know that he 
has yet recovered his right ſenſes. 


Lady Caſtledown came the 
next morning; ſhe behaved with 


a of eat 
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2 great deal of polite civility 
to her daughter ele& (who was 
quite enchanting) ſhe could not 
help being pleaſed with her; 
yet when firſt ſhe was preſented, 
| read in her countenance with 
what reluctance ſhe had con- 
ented to her ſon's importuni- 
ies. Olivia acquitted herſelf 
vith ſo much grace, gentleneſs, 
ind reſpect, as could not be re- 
iſted ; they produced a miracle, 
nd faſcinated her Ladyſhip fo 
etfectually, that ſhe not only de- 
ired to ſee her often, but hoped 
he would not lengthen out the 
time of her ſon's probation: by 
unneceflary delays. —He ſnatched 
his mother's hand, which he 
preſſed 
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preſſed to his lips—the eyes of 
Olivia ſent out their dove-like 
harbingers to expreſs her grateful 
feelings, whilſt ſhe aſſured Lady 
Caſtledown the affection, which 
it was now permitted her to de- 
clare for the moſt deſerving of 
men, and the perfect ſubmiſſion 
ſhe owed her Ladyſhip, would 
never ſuffer her to diſpute the 
commands of either. | 


When this pretty ſcene paſſed, 
his mother was in the attitude of 
taking leave; ſo I ſhall ſay no more 
of her viſit, as at this time I wiſh 
to avoid every thing unintereſting 
to my ſubject. The great point 


gained, other material matters are 


now 
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now ſet on foot ; my happy, good- 
natured Lord is conſulted on the 
ſettlements, &c. and is of conſe- 
quence in a moſt important 
buſtle ; the lawyers will not want 
a /þur to expedite their part of the 
buſineſs ; but Olivia declares the 
grand event cannot take place 
without your preſence, and that 
of my dear father—come then, I 
beſeech you both, as ſoon as poſ- 
ſible my ſiſter Edgerton will in 
all probability meet you in town; 
—conlider how any inducements 
there are to draw you hither, and 
let not the ſituation of your Emily 
be omitted in the number. 


n. LETTER 


182 COUNT DE POLAND. 
E 


LORD CASTLEDOWN TO SIR JAMES SEATON. | 


 Hill-Street, 


Hiloſophers tell us the mu- 
P tability of human nature 
admits not of realities, that death 
is the only certainty on which we 
can depend, that happineſs 1s a 

phantom we often glimpſe wy but 
never overtake. 


When Olivia, glowing with 
ſenſibility, promiſed to be mine, 
I gave the lie to thoſe philoſo- 
phical affertions ;—happineſs was 
then my own; I had it in actual 
poſſeſſion ; but when I thought 

myſelf 
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myſelf moſt ſecure, it ſeemed to 
be taking wing, it eluded my 
eager graſp, and I expected to 
have loſt ßight of it ſor ever. 
—This morning it again hovers 
in my view; it looks with a ſmi- 
ling apet—my Olivia is out of 
danger—my Olivia will now reco- 
ver.—What I have gone through 
ſince I laſt wrote you, what I have 
ſuffered within theſe three days, 
as much ſurpaſſes the torments of 
the rack, as the ind does the body 
in ſuſceptibility of pain and plea- 


ſure. 


Monday we ſpent the day at 
my mother's ;—my divinity was 
all ſoul, no appearance of morta- 
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lity in her compoſition, and my 
paſſion bordered on idolatry.—She 


looked, ſhe ſpoke, ſhe ſmiled; I 
ſaw, I heard, I worſhipped. Why 


has ſhe deceived me? why given 
me an inconteſtible proof that ſhe 


is mortal? I cannot ſupport the 


thought of her being ſubject to 


diflolution ; when I am her huſ- 


band, with what caution, with 
what anxiety, ſhall I guard her 
tender frame from every blaſt, 
left it ſhould rudely breathe on 
her the air of peſtilential vapour. 
How did I beg, how did I intreat 
her to draw up the fide glaſs 
on our return from St. James's- 


ſquare; Lady Morpeth is apt to 


be affected by a confined fituation, } 


and 
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and yet ſhe joined her intreaties 
to mine ; but our perſuaſions werc 
to no purpoſe, — The evening was 
not remarkably fevere, but my 
deareſt had only a thin lace cloak 
thrown over her ſhoulders—what 
buſineſs have ſuch women with 
ornaments ? Beauty like her's can 
receiye no advantage from them ; 
—for the future, I ſhall hate every 
part of a female dreſs, that is not, 
in ſome degree, inſtrumental to 
her preſervation.— I took every 
precaution in my power; I in- 
ſiſted on tying a handkerchief 
about her neck; yet, notwith- 
» ſtanding all my care, the next 
morning, when I came to South- 
Audley-ftreet, 1 found her ex- 
3 ceedingly 
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ceedingly indiſpoſed; ſhe would 
not make the worſt of her com- 
plaint, which ſhe called a flight 
cold; but ſoon after dinner ſhe 
was ſo ill, that Lady Morpeth 
prevailed on her to retire, and the 
phyſician, which was immediately 
ſent for, threw me into all the 
horrors of deſpair, by pronouncing 
her diſorder a putrid ſore throat, 
attended with dangerous ſymp- 
toms. ho | 


——— cc. 


„ 


From that moment to this 
bleſſed day, on which her ſen- 
tence is reverſed, I can give you 
no account of myſelf; I have 
been in a ſtate of diſtraction or 
ſtupefaction the whole time.—— 

L“aſt 
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Laſt night I threw off my cloaths, 
which, till then, I had never 
taken from my back. Doctor 
P——n aſſured me my treaſure 
was quite out of danger, and I 


ſlept ſoundly.— Before I had 


this comfortable cordial of Hope 


adminiſtered, day and night ſuc- 
ceeded to each other without my 
being ſcarcely able to diſtinguiſh 
one from the other. —Sunſhine 
and darkneſs are alike inſupporta- 
ble to the wretched. Her fever 
ran ſo amazingly high, that for 
twelve hours the cleare/t reaſon, 
the ſtrongeſt judgment, that ever 
enlightened mortality, was in a 
ſtate of obſcurity ; yet in her de- 
lirium, there was more the ap- 


pearance 
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| pearance of reaſon and judgement, 
than is to be diſcovered in half the 
faſhionable circles about town. 


Lady Morpeth, though adviſed 
to be more cautious, attended her. 
with all the tenderneſs of a ſiſter, 
—How is my angel adored in this 
family !—the loweſt domeftic in 
it ſeemed under the ſame cloud of 
affliction with their ſuperiors.— 
A profound filence was obſerved 
through the houſe, and every 
countenance ſpoke agitation. I 
was never further from the object 
of my ſoul's attention, than the 
room next her own,—Morpeth 


hours ; ; and his diſtreſs could only 
be 
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be exceeded by what I felt.— I 
watched the Counteſs's coming 
out and going in to implore her 
compaſſion ;—the agonies with 
which I pleaded for admiſſion, 
ſhe did not always reſiſt. The 
price I paid for thoſe ſhort inter- 
views, another man might bluſh 
to acknowledge, whilſt I glory in 
confeſſing the thouſand—thouſand 
tears I ſhed for my Olivia. I 
have been ſo uſed to ſtalk about 
like a ghoſt, and to ſpeak in whiſ- 
pers, that with me ſtalking and 
whiſpering 1s almoſt grown into 
a habit When I went to my 
chamber laſt night, it was on the 
tops of my toes, and this morn- 
ing, I caught myſelf giving or- 
ders 


190 COUNT DE POLAND. 


ders to my ſervant in a voice 


ſcarcely diſtinguiſhable. 


By permiſſion of her phyſician, 
| ſhe is to fit up for half an hour 
this morning.—Lady Morpeth is 
to give me notice when ſhe is 
diſpoſed to receive me; my going 
home and ſleeping till then, was 
one of the conditions on which I 
am to be gratified with the ſweeteſt 
of all gratifications.— ! have not 
been able to fulfil my engage- 
ment with exactneſs— ] have been 
up ever fince five, and find from 
experience that grief and joy are 
equally the enemies of repoſe.— 
My viſit muſt be ſhort; only one 
half hour—thoſe phyſicians are 

| hard- 
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hard-hearted creatures; -I ſup- 
poſe they never were in love—one 


poor half hour ! 


wi — _ - 


I remember formerly to have 
mentioned to you an unfortunate 
quarrel than ſubſiſted between my 
friend, the Duke de Oboyne, and 
his brother, the Count de Poland; 
[have juſt heard from the former ; 
they are both coming to Eng- 
aknd.—They have diſcovered @ 
niece, the loſs of whom occa- 
toned the breach between them, 
nd a reconciliation has taken 
place. 5 


The Duke writes in raptures 
of Mademoiſelle de Poland. Ne- 
| | ton 
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ton pities me for having ſo haſtiry 
diſpoſed of my heart, and ho- 
nours me with the compliment of 
| ſaying, if I could decently recall 
it, there is not a man in the world 
whoſe alliance he ſhould hold in 
competition with mine. I long 
to ſee the Duke; I long to ſhew 
him my Olivia, to convince him 
J am not an object of py, and 
that all the Mademorſe/les in the 
world could not draw my atten- 
tion one ſingle moment from the 
beloved of my heart, much leſs 
move a link of that ſacred chain 
which ſo firmly rivets my affec- 
tion. The Duke and Count are 
coming over with Sir William and 
Lady Edgerton ; I wonder if they } 
bring 
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bring their Mademoiſelle with 
them ;—the heireſs of ſo princely 
1 houſe will not want a huſband; 
if ſuch be their deſign, perhaps I 
am the only man they could have 
miſs marked for their purpoſe. 


I ove the Duke, and admire the 
Count's character ; but was their 
de Poland celeſtial, and had I never 
got more than a momentary glance 
of my Olivia, I would have re- 
fuſed the title of their nephew. 
A note from Lady Morpeth My 
Olivia is got up; ſhe bears the 
fatigue beyond expectation.— 
Farewell! I go; I fly; my impa- 
tience will add another ſpur to 

the heel of expedition. 
Vor. IV. R LETTER 


—— 
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L-E.T 1h M An, 
FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME. 


EVER again let a man de- 

Y pend on his w/dom, his diſ- 
cernment, or his reſolution ; never 
ſay I will do thus or thus; pro- 
poſe to act fo or ſo;—in vain he 
propoſes; he is inſufficient to de- 


termine ;—PFate diſpoſes of him, | 


and his actions are governed by an 
over-ruling Providence, 


I told you a week ago, at which 
time I would have ſworn it 700, 
that the Duke de Oboyne, with all 
his poſſeſſions added to thoſe of 
his brother the Count, could not 
| | bribe 
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bribe me to caſt one look but of 
indifference on a female of their 
family.—I faid in the fooliſhneſs 
of my heart, how infinitely infe- 
rior muſt be their niece to my 
adorable Olivia l 


this celebrated — Heavens, how 


WT utly celebrated Mademoiſelle de 
Poland omit the name of New- 
ton, as I know her uncle's. wiſh 
to have her only diſtinguiſhed by 
the former.—I have feen her; I 
m convinced of my error; and 


beautiful, the us, admirable of 
al women. I love her paſ- 
lonately ! I love her, if poſſible, 


ever loved before. 
R 2 Thy 


I have ſeen. 


pronounce her by far the 22 


vith more fervency than I have 


196 '\COUNT DE POLAND, 


The Duke and Count are tran- 
ſported at the effe& her charms 


have produced; nor is ſhe averſe 


to my happineſs ; ſhe ſeruples not 
to confeſs, that from the firſt mo- 
ment ſhe ſaw me, I was not be- 
held with disfavour. You ſee 
me ſtill in the road to matrimony, 
though not quite ſo near the goal 
I once imagined ; I have a more 
round- about- way to purſue, but 
ſure of reaching it at the laſt, — 


Olivia's ſettlements were very near 


concluded; I had not been unge- 
nerous, (they were the ſame with 
my mother's) and her friends 
approved them. — The caſe is now 
altered; I am to receive with my 
charming de Poland eighty thou- 

ſand 
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and pounds! fifty from the ] 
L Duke, thirty from the Count, 8 
| beſides double that vaſt ſum at 1 
| their deaths! They are the richeſt 3 
= family in France, and are laviſh 
s the heireſs of their houſe. — | 
WY Circumſtances, ſuch as theſe, muſt. 
be conſidered, and will take up N 
nore time in adjuſting, auch more 
N than I am willing to allow. 
The gentlemen of the robe | 
BY have got freſh inſtructions ; I will | 

harraſs them to death if they are 


not diligent; already I have given 
them to underſtand by what means. 
they might ſecure my /o/d ac- 
knowledgments.—Prithee do not 
a out; for though I am. deter- 


19 mined. 
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mined to marry Mademoiſelle de 
Poland, —though I find it im- 
poſſible to reſiſt her various at- 
tractions, — yet I promiſe you O/;- 
via ſhall have no reaſon to com- 
plain.—She ſhall know me for the 
tendereſt, the moſt affectionate of 
her friends ;—her happineſs ſhall 
be dearer to me than my own ;—I 
will ſtudy her eaſe, her felicity, M 
in every future ſtep of my life; 
but, after all I can do, poorly 
ſhall J be able to expreſs the un- 
utterable ſenſe I preſerve of her 
goodnefs, and the ſablimity of 
that paſſion with which ſhe has 
honoured me. She ſees—yes, the i 
cannot avoid ſeeing, how wwch 1 | 
—_ * A Poland; ſhe 

knows 
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knows my determination to cloſe 
with the Duke's propoſals; in 
ſhort, that my deftiny depends 
on a union with his niece. 
Olivia ſees, Olivia nos all this; 
yet Olivia is not the enemy of 
Mademorfelle de Poland; ſhe yields 
to my pleaſure with a condeſcen- 
ſion the moſt engaging; I have 
not even perceived a frown upon 


[ ſwear to her that ſhe could not 


ever can promote my felicity.— 
Now, as ſhe fo generally acquits, 
who ſhall dare condemn my con- 
duct? To convince you by what 
irreſiſtible 


her face; I preſs her lovely hand; 


have found another rival in the 
whole creation ;—fhe- tells me 
ſmiling, ſhe will not oppoſe what- 


„ —- — n — 
* 
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irreſiſtible force temptations aſ- 


ſaulted me before I. could be 
brought to accept the beſt fayour 


Fortune could beſtow ;—to con- 
vince you it was not in the power 


of mortal to refuſe this favour ;—I 


find myſelf under the neceſſity of 
being circumſtantial. 


Not a moment have I to throw 


away upon any man or woman in. 
the univerſe, whilſt my de Poland 
is viſible; but when ſhe retires. 


to her chamber, my day cloſes, 


and gloom ſucceeds the bright- 
neſs of her preſence ; z it is. then I 
am at your devotion. it. is then. I 
ſhall feel ſomething like tranſport. 
in retracing with my pen every 

7 incident. 


53 


3 Pats Hh 15 
g 3 * 


x 2 
1 
et 

# gs 
77 
3 
99 
535 
> 
5 
A 
8 
— 
5 


* 08d 
* 
| 
by 
* 
5 
by * 
89 
5 
* 
Copa 
5 
2 * 
5 
f. 
+ 


COUNT DE. POLAND. 201 


incident of which. as memory 
has received: ſuch impreſſions as 
time itſelf will not be able to obli- 
terate. Expect that my letters 
will reſemble the patch-work 
in your grandmother's dreſſing- 
room, to ſpin a regular web; 1 
have not leiſure I ſhall begin and 
end as it happens to ſuit my con- 
venience; I only deſire where the 
thread ſnaps you will endeavour to 
join it; and if you perform this 
taſk with tolerable clearneſs, I ſhall 
not hold you the moſt diſingenious 
of ingenious undertakers. 


CONTINUATION. 
I enter on my defence - Olivia 
is charming; my heart has Iong 
confeſſed 
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confeſſed how infinitely charm- 
ing! 
not /eſ5 lovely; my heart alſo 
ſigns to the teſtimonial of her 
power. — The niceſt eye cannot 
behold the one in a light diſ- 
advantageous to the other; or 
the niceſt judgment decide which 
is moſt diſtinguiſhable on the 


liſt of mental excellencies; —if 


I have loved one with rapture, 


I feel, if poſſible, for the other 


an 1 increaſe of nn 


The ſcale bs now poiſed; keep 
it ſteady for a moment, and, when 
J have thrown'in a few inferior 
conſiderations, obſerve with can- 


dour to which: fide the. balance is 
inclined. 


Mademoiſelle de Poland is 


ri 
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inclined. Olivbia, in giving me 
herſelf, had no douceurs of rank, 
riches, alliance, to make her gift 
teſpectable in the contracted fight 
of avarice; yet, ſmall as it was, 
had I never known Mademoiſelle de 
Poland, to me it would have been 
of more worth than diadems.—I 
elt a joy fo pure, fo ſweet, fo 
; lively, in being the friend of her” 


WY unprotected virtues, of raiſing their 


4 WY bluſhing heads from obſcurity, 
ind placing them in the view of 
| admiration ; I felt pleaſures ſo un- 
WY mixed, that I cannot even now 
| relinquiſh it without a degree of 
J :cluctance, without almoſt wiſhing 
had never heard the name of 
Mademoiſelle de Poland, One half 

| of 


204 COUNT DE POLAND. 


c 
of mankind will ridicule this opi- 0 
nion; but the choice I have made : 
may probably reſtore me to their : 
. good graces, —The other half, that , 
is, ſuch men as my friend, will 4 
require no explanation of a my- © 
ſtery, myſterious only to the nar- f 
row conception of hood-winked ll © 
felfiſhneſs. You have ſome cauſe, h 
I confeſs, to accuſe me of dupli- BW ” 
city, by oppoſing my practice to Wl ® 
the theory I advance ; perhaps you m 
will tell me that a man who u 
preaches the doctrine of diſin- ft. 
tereſted love, whilſt he acts in ? 
direct oppoſition to his dwn pre- 
cepts, is a nere babbler, and ſhould be 
gain no credit from his hearers. th 
\ 


——By no means am I acting in 
oppoſition 
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oppoſition to my doctrine, if 1 


did not love Mademoiſelle de Poland, 
independent of lucrative induce- 
ments; if I could not give her 
the tendereſt preference to all other 
women, I would dze rather than 
marry her. I have been the 
ſlave of Olivia; I am now the ſlave 
of de Poland; the former would 
have made me bleſſed ; the latter 


will egually bleſs me; — ſhe brings 


me birth, riches, alliance, and let 
me add friendſhip, to which her 
uncles have bound me by the 
ſtrongeſt ties of obligation. 


The Duke de Oboyne has long 
been my friend ; I know leſs of 
the Count de Poland, but enough 
On IV. . to 
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to convince me that 518 is the moſt 
finiſhed character human nature 
ever produced. 


or wrong in my proceedings; but 
whatever may be your deciſion, 


my fate is already determined.— 


Next Thurſday ſe ennight, if the 
confounded lawyers are not dila- 


tory beyond pardon, Mademoiſelle 


de Poland will be Counte * of Cafe 


Zledown. 
RECAPITULATION OF CIRCUMSTANCES. 


Not a hundred years ago, as I 
was fitting by the ſide of Olivia, 
between the hours of two and 
three in the afternoon, 'Lady 
Morpeth came into the room, and 

"Og 


I now permit 
you to decide whether I am right 
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putting into my hand an open 
note, ſaid, In this, my Lord, we 
are equally concerned. Read, and 
prepare to anſwer it in perſon ; I 
obeyed the i part of her com- 


mand, and theſe are the contents. 
NO TE. 


Sir William and myſelf are, 
my dear Lady Morpeth, juſt ſet 
* down horridly fatigued at our 


[own door ;—impatient to em- 
J © brace you and your good Lord, 


we intreat you both to come to 
* us at dinner—bring Olivia with 
you, the is exceedingly dear to 
© us all. Sir William is ſending 
a meſſage to Lord Caſtledown ; 
El have a preſentiment, it will 

8 2 be 
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* be more likely to find him at 
« your houſe than his own ;—if he 
falls in your way, prevail on 


him to honour us with his com- 


© pany. H. Edgerton.” 


I told Lady Morpeth ſhe muſt 
go without me; that ſince Oli- 
via's health made it impoſſible for 
her to be of the party, I would 
not leave her to dine alone. —Her 
Ladyfhip replied, that my motive 


for refuſing the invitation was ſo 


good as not to admit of diſpute ; 


and, added ſhe with a ſmile, I wilt 


undertake to make your peace 
with my ſiſter. Olivia oppoſed 
my intention with ſo much eager- 
neſs, that after all my arguments 

were 
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were exhauſted, I was obliged to 
ſubmit, and promiſe to oblige | 
Lady Morpeth. This ſubmiſ- 
ſion demanded a reward, and ſhe 
rewarded it by permitting me to 
return to her after dinner. She 
had not yet left her dreſſing- room 
ſince her illneſs, but ſhe now told 
me, that finding her ſtrength quite 
recovered, I ſhould, when I came 
back, find her below ſtairs. —I 
aſked Lady Morpeth if it was her 
opinion that ſuch a ſtep might be 
taken with ſafety; and ſhe aſ- 
ſuring me there could be no ha- 
zard, I conſented to the changing 
her apartment, giving a thau- 
ſand charges to wrap herſelf up 
with great caution; but, above 
83 all, 
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all, to avoid a Hin cloab as the 
valued my peace, which had al- 
ready ſuffered a too dreadful in- 
terruption from the conſequences W 
of that fatal ornament.—She I 
looked her thanks, and promiſed 
to obey my inſtructions ; never 
was ſhe dearer to my heart than 
at the inſtant I tore myſelf from 
her.—I harboured not a thought 
of Mademosſelle de Poland; had an 
angel from Heaven told me that 
in the ſpace of four hours, I 
ſhould feel the ſame tender ſenſa- 
tions for the niece of my friend, I 
muſt have believed him an im- 
poſtor; — I could not have ſup- 
poſed him a meſſenger from the 
holy 9 of Truth.; yet what 
L ſhould: 


a * +, Cr” «1 * enn * 5 e ne * */ * * 9 
> mn is 2 aan . 8 * 8 r 
* - - 2 : 1 , Hes pu r N 2 
o e * 2 * n n 5 ma 9 85 5 => Ps EET Wa Fon Wn: Y *2 
VVV VV 
4 8 rea. e of 1 n «TY 


COUNT DE POLAND. 211 


1 ſhould have diſcredited: from 


ſuper-natural atteſtation; experi- 


ence compelled me to acknowledge. 
Il accompanied Lord and Lady 
Morpeth to Sir William Edger- 
ton's, and found there the Duke 


de Oboyne and his brother; I need 


not tell you our reception was 
warm, affectionate, and joyful ; 
there are not now, in my opinion, 
two more comfortable or more 
amiable families than Morpeth's 
and Edgerton's. The Duke pre- 
ſented me to his brother; you al- 
ready know my ſentiments of this 


extraordinary man; were I to bead 


as often as I ing of his worth, 
the ſubje& would be endleſs... 


The 
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The pleaſure of meeting our 
friends, after a ſhort ſeparation, 
gives a 2e/# to all other enjoy- 
ments ;——we. fat down to table, 
diſpoſed. for chearful ſociality ; 
mirth and good-humour waited 
on our repaſ. I aſked the Count, 

juſt as we were taking our places, 
lit was a queſtion of mere curioſity) 
I aſked him if we ſhould not be 
honoured with the company of 
Mademoiſelle de Poland. Ah, my 
Lord! he replied; my preent 
happineſs wants but that one addi- 
tion ; ſhe cannot pay you her re- 
ſpects on this occaſion ;; on ſome 
future viſit I hope we ſhall be 
more fortunate.— I concluded ſhe 
was indiſpoſed ; and, not to ap- 


Pear 
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pear particularly intereſted about 
her, dropped my inquiries. The 
W Ladies did not retire early from 
table; my heart was with Olivia 
the whole time; their prefence 
2 was a reſtraint upon my motions 
J inclination pulled one way, polite- 
neſs drew another; I was uneaſy 
. between both; I knew not how 
to decide ſo as to offend neither. 
Lady Morpeth pitied my ſitu- 
ation; ſhe ſaw me apply to my 
watch, and ſmiled with as much 
| intelligence as if ſhe had ſaid, I 
I underſtand your impatience ; im- 
mediately ſhe propoſed to with- 
draw.—I bleſſed her conſiderate 
goodneſs, and ſeized the precious 
opportunity, My chariot had 
been. 
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been waiting more than an hour; 
I blundered out an apology to Sir 
William, and was making my 
exit with all imaginable haſte; 
when at hie critical moment, the 
Duke, who had attended the 
Ladies to the door of their apart- 
ment, returned. He laid his 
hand on my ſhoulder; where are 
you going, Caſtledown ?P——To 
keep an appointment, my Lord, 
that I would not negle& for the 
univerſe, Then it muſt be with 

a Lady ?——] will tell you to- 
morrow if you do not detain me 
29W.-—To-morrow will zt do; I 
am impatient to ſee your charmer ; 
you mult take me with you on 
conditions. Name your con- 
ditions.— 
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ditions.—You muſt fit. in the 
chariot till I know if the Lady I 
am going to viſit is inclined to 
receive the honour you propoſe 
doing her.—She has been extreme- 
F ly ill; the preſence. of a ſtranger 
may incommode her. A mere 
WJ trifle ; what other condition ?— 
W That if the Duke % Oboyne is re- 
fuſed admiſſion, he exculpates me 
3 from having any ſhare in his 
diſappointment.—Agreed, my 
Lord! agreed, agreed. He ſprung 
WJ forwards, ruſhed into my carriage, 
followed, and away we drove. 


CONTINUATION OF CIRCUMSTANCES, 


a 


Take the converſation in our 
| way to South-Audley-itreet.— 
Caſtledoꝛvn, 
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Caftledown, are you ſerious in your 
attachment ? Do you really intend 

to marry the Lady to whom we 
are going? So firmly 1 intend 
it, my dear Duke, that all earthly 
powers united could not ſhake my 
reſolution.— I am forry for it— 
Suſpend your judgement, my 
Lord, till you are admitted to 
the preſence of my angel.—— 
Angels are very ſcarce beings; I 
never knew but one, and that one 
Lord Caſtledown might have ſe- 
cured to himſelf.— I never knew 
but one, and that one I have ſe- 
cured to myſelf. Come, come, 


I have loved you like my own ſon; 


you cannot be that relation; but 
there is another connection which, 


iff 
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if you are not obſti nate, is ye attain- 
able.— I make no doubt but your 
fair one ſurpaſſes the common run 
of women, but a 4% valuable huſ- 
band, I ſuppoſe, might content 
her; I will marry her myſelf ra- 
ther than you ſhall not be at li- 
berty.—I laughed at his pleaſan- 
try; it was impoſſi ble to be an- 
gry. I ſwear by Heaven, Caſ- 
tledown ! if I do not think her 
almoſt equal to our de Poland, the 
ſhall: not be your wife, ——Reſt it 
there, my Lord; but who is to 
be the judge ?——Not you, my 
friend; a blind man may better 
diſtinguiſh colours, than a lover 
the imperfections of his miſtreſs. 
Nor you, Duke; an umpire, 
Vol. IV. T wWhoſe 
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whoſe judgment is biaſſed by par- 
tiality, ought not to be truſted 
with the weights of juſtice; ap- 
point an unprejudiced man to 
ſettle our debate, and I will ven- 
ture my laſt hundred on his ſen- 
tence. 


You raiſe my curioſity to a 
painful height; now ſhould ſhe 
refuſe to gratify it, I ſhall repent 
your indulgence in bringing me 
to her door. You ſhall run no 
riſque in being refuſed; my vanity 
is concerned in your conviction— 
I will preſent you, my Lord, 
without the ceremony of aſking 
leave ; a denial would now equally 
torment us both.—The carriage 

ſtopped; 
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ſtopped ; we got out, and aſcended 
the ſteps together. Before I pro- 
ceed, take in this place the de- 
ſcription of Olivia, ſuch as the 
appeared to the aſtoniſhed ſenſes 
of my friend; in any other part 
of my narrative, the ſhort ſketch 


with more effential buſineſs. — 
You. are to ſuppoſe nothing about 
the introduction, till I think pro- 
per to make you an ideal witneſs 
our reception; at preſent, you are 
to turn your mental eye on Olivia, 
and on Olivia only. 


Lady Morpeth's drawing-room 


on a ſofa of this becoming colour 
T 2 reſted 


I ſhall give you would interfere 
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is hung and furniſhed with green; 
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reſted the delicate frame of my 
enchantreſs ;—her attitude was 
not one of thoſe in which a pain- 
ter would chuſe to exhabit the 
portrait of a /anguiſhing beauty; 
but had he been inclined to blend 
the lovelineſs of a Venus with the 
chaſte dignity of a Diana, what 
a hint for the execution of his 
pencil! One poliſhed cheek re- 
elined on a pillow, ſupported by 
an arm of the ſofa, added, to the 
graces of exact propriety, the 
charm of negligence; her poſture 
was that of eaſe, not of indolence. 
—Sickneſs had left the traces of 
its palid finger on her animated 
countenance ; but a robe of pale 
pink ſattin threw a faint bloom 
L221 I over 
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over the cheek that was viſible 
a bloom more ſuited to the ſoft- 
neſs of her appearance than the 
fuller glow of health, which in 
other ſituations ſo exceedingly be- 
comes her.—Altogether, ſuppoſe 
her figure the m9/} intereſting that 
can be deſcribed, felt, or ima- 
gined, ——I have done with rap- 
tures ; —admire you not with what 
coolneſs I can ſpeak of beauties ſo 
exquilite ? Is my pen, think you, 
dictated by paflion ?—No, no, I 
reſerve all my raptures for Made- 
morſelle de Poland. —Candour alone 
obliges me to do a to the 
charms of Olivia. Why will 
not the female world copy from 
O, Why cannot they ſpeak, 
1 act, 
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act, and dreſs like her? to do like 
her I know is impoſſi ble; but 
their manners—a refinement in 
them is that ſo difficult ?—Well, 
J have found them out a model; 
it is not my fault if they are in- 
corrigible. I am in raptures with 
the form of Olivuia's robe; and 
reſolve, when the lovely de Poland 
is my c, ſhe ſhall never wear 
any thing elſe of a motning.— 


Oh, Olivia] Olivia ! I ſhall never i 


be. the. huſband of Olivia, nor ſhall 
Jever ceaſe to adore her. 


CONTINUATION. 


WF brought you to the . 
did more; I gave you a peep thro' 
the key-hole, and you have ſeen 
135 CT 0 
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the Phenix, deftined to convince 
the Dake, that ) Olivia could 
not be ſurpaſſed by his de Poland. 
My hand trembles; I am at a 
loſs to paint the ſcene; take it 
then as I can give it, incoherent, 


perhaps unintelligible. Firſt, 
read the incloſed; it is the Hiſtory 


of the Count and Mademoiſelle de 
Poland, preſented me by Mrs. Of- 


mond. 


Cantinuatian of Circumſtances why 
I. ſhould marry ——— 4 
Poland, and not Olivia. 


I am juſt come from my angel, 
my hand leſs unſteady ; the cor- 
dial of her preſence operates on 


wy ſpirits," and 1 ſhall be able to 
indulge 
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indulge you with half an hour 
before ſne comes from her toilet. 
In the attitude and elegant d:/ha- 
bille I have endeavoured to de- 
ſeribe - Olivia ſtruck us at our 
entrance; I ſay us, for I was daz- 
zled by her inimitable figure, as if 
this had been my irſt interview 
with the /ou/ of beauty. The 
ſofa on which ſhe reclined fronted 
us; I choſe to go in without be- 
ing announced; ſhe had a book 
in her hand, and did' not obſerve 
when the door opened. My beſt 
love, (ſaid I, approaching her) 1 
have brought the dearęſt of my 
friends to viſit you: ſhe ſtarted at 
the ſound of my voice, and gracer 
fully aroſe to receiye us. The 

Duke 
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Due 4 J had not time to 
pronounce his name; — their eyes 
met; great God ! exclaimed the 
Duke, his arms extended, what, 
what do I ſee? at the fame in- 


W tant, Olivia, with a fcream of 


terror, ſunk down breathleſs on 
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the floor.— I flew towards her, 
but ſhe was already in the Duke's 
embraces.— Shall I confeſs my 
folly ? Shall I tell you I did not 
behold her emotions with calm- 


ſenſible, and held out her hand, 


| as if to 1ntreat my protection; he 


would 


neſs, or the Duke's unaccountable 
W familiarity, without being alarmed 
by ſenſations I now bluſh to re- 
collect? I ſtrove to ſnatch her 
from him; ſhe was not quite in- 
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would not quit her, but appeared 
totally unaffected at my rudeneſs, 
My deareſt child; cried he, 
my beloved Annanette.—He was 
going on; the ſound of his voice 
effectually rouſed her, and break- 
ing from his arms, her baſhful 
face glowing like crimſon, ſhe 
thus interrupted him. Leave 
me, leave me, my Lord; dare you 
inſult me in the preſence of Lord 
Caſtledoꝛon, who honours me with 
his affection ?—I preſſed the dear, 
trembling, apprehenſive innocent 
to my boſom ;—my life! my ſoul ! 
my Olivia]! be compoſed. The 
name of Annanette, by which the 
Duke has addreſſed you, makes me 
penetrate this ſeeming mytftery— 
f 8 you 
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ou have been impoſed on, my an- 
L gel; I ſwear to you the Duke is 
3 not to blame; he never harboured 
n thought deſtructive to that hea- 
L renly purity for which I adore 
1 ou. — As I faid this, her trem- 
ling increaſed ; the bluſh of ter- 
3 ror and reſentment, -which 'had 
3 paſſed over her fair face, ſuddenly 
save way to the pale hue of death; 
3 ſhe panted for breath ; her eyes 
cloſed; a ſigh forced itſelf from 
er, that, like the ſtroke of a 
Wroignard, entered my heart, and 
nade me rave for aſſiſtance.— 
J The Duke, afflicted at the effects 
is preſence had produced, was re- 
tired at a little diſtance till her 
ears ſhould be abated ; he watched 

| : her 
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her movements; he faw, as he 
ſuppoſed, the approach of death; WM h 
his conſtraint vaniſhed, and he 
_ mingled his cries, with mine.— WF .: 
Our ſcreams brought about us a Wi 4. 
multitude of male and female at- 


tendants; but, 1 beckoned them I . 

1 all to retire except Lady Mor- 
5 peth's woman, who aſſiſted our T 
1 endeavours, which at laſt proved p. 


effectual; the tide of life flowed Bl b. 
gently through: its tranſparent ge 
channels, and with it brought , 
back our tranquility, Her La- fe 
dyſhip's ſervant withdrew; and 
Olrom, now looking round her, I O 
| caſt at the Duke a placid glance, de 
| devoid of apprehenſion, ſeeming 
. ſaid in his un 


1 vindication. W x 


vindication. I held one of her 
hands, and ſhe did not repulſe 
the Duke when he laid hold of 
4 the other. —This, ſaid he, my 
WI deareſt Annanetie; this is the ſe- 
cond time you have unintention- 
ably diſtreſſed me; you flew from 
my paternal guardianſhip, and 
now that I have found you, my 
preſence reduces you to a ſtate 
bordering on death ; liſten to my 
defence with patience; it is not a 
lover, it is your tender, your af- 
fectionate uncle, who invokes you. 
My uncle! the Duke de 
| Oboyne my uncle II will not be 
deceived—no, no, my Lord, it is 

W impoſſible that you ſhould be 22 
uncle. 
Vor. IV. U Her 
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my dear Lord, (and ſhe ſtretched 
out her hand) my reaſon is totter- 
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Her violent agitation threatened F 

a relapſe.-O ! how I curſed my 

imprudence in bringing him with F 

me. A diſcovery ſo important : 

ſhould have been made with the 

greateſt circumſpection; yet who 2 

could have imagined, who could F 
have dreamt, that in my gentle 25 

Olivia he ſhould diſcover, he I 

ſhould find His divine de Poland, 
I threw myſelf at her feet— ö 

Lovelieſt, ag delicate, ugſt pru- G 

dent of women, hear, I beſeech 


you; hear with calmneſs the won- 
ders your uncle has to relate ; he 
is your uncle; he is the friend of 
your Caſtledown. —— Riſe, riſe, 


ing 
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ing on its foundation; I cannot 
| diſbelieve, yet how can I credit a 
paradox fo aſtoniſhing, that An- 
nanette, the daughter of honeſt, 
but obſcure parents, ſhould be 
niece to the Duke de Oboyne ?—— 
Y You are neither, my dear child, 
J replied the Duke with energy, 
you are neither Annanette or the 
daughter of obſcure parents, your 
mother was my ſiſter, my 2//- 
treated, my regretted, my beloved 
ſiſter.— And did you know of 
this connection, my Lord, at the 
time ?—She ſtopped; ſhe looked 
= down ; a modeſt ſhade, deeper than 
the tint of full-blown roſes, 
fluſhed upon her cheeks.—Spare 

| your queſtion, my beloved child ; 
WU I adore 
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I adore your delicacy; I fee by 
your confuſion to what point it 
leads you. —No, my love, when I 
courted you for my wife, I call 
heaven to witneſs, I was unin- 
formed as yourſelf of the inſur- 
mountable bar Providence had 
placed between us; I always ima- 
gined Arlington was your real 
mother. Good God ! I am not 
then her daughter; you tell me I 
am your niece !|—T hink that I am 
your uncle; new me for your 
paternal uncle; and that I never 
entertained an idea injurious to 


your honour.— She dropped; the 


angel dropped on her knees before 


him Now, oo is the Duke de 
Oboyne intitled to my duty, my 
veneration, 
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veneration, my obedience; will 
he forgive the errors which im- 
poſition blinded me to commit ?— 
He raiſed and embraced her ;—I 
can ſcarcely, ſaid he with an air 
of pleaſantry, pardon Annanette 


for flying my houſe at the artful 


inſtigations of a vile incendiary ; 
Wy I can ſcarcely pardon Olivia for 
N the unkindneſs with which ſhe 
W received me; but the virtues of 
my de Poland reconcile both to 
myaffections.— De Poland] echoed 
he. Ves, my love, you are no 
| longer Annanette Arlington, but 
de Poland Newton. —— Am I then 
a de Poland? Oh, my Lord! with 
what emotions of gratitude, of 
love, of reſpect, does my ſoul riſe 

24 to 
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to meet that dear, that revered 
name? Did he too—did that 
bleſſed /aint know that I was the 
unfortunate daughter of his ſiſter? 
At the name of de Poland her 
eyes filled, and tears burſt from 
them in a torrent as ſhe aſked this 
queſtion. I was moved beyond 
expreſſion ; I caught her in my 
arms, and would not allow the 
Duke to convey to her heart the 
ſounds of exulting happineſs.— 
That mortal, who had firſt told 
-her the Count was living, would 
have been the object of my uncon- | 
querable envy. By a look I aſked 
his permiſſion to take on myſelf 
the delighttul office, and by the 
| fame ſilent language he returned 
a gracious 
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a gracious aſſent. I had ſeen the 


effects of a 700 ſudden ſurprize, 
which put me on my guard ; and 
I adminiſtered the cordial drop by 
drop. Without this precau- 
tion, we ſhould have been al un- 
done ;—ſhe mult have ſunk under 
the weight of joy, which, not- 
withſtanding all my prudent mea- 
ſures, ſhe was barely able to ſup- 
port. How lively, how exquiſite 
her tranſports, when aſſured of 
the Count's being not only alive, 
but that I had alſo dined with 
him that very day at Sir William 
Edgerton's.—She wept ; ſhe 
ſmiled; ſhe lifted up her hands; 
ſhe returned thanks to heaven in a 
frantick kind of extaſy; ſhe would 

have 


pn 
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have flown to throw herfelf at his 
feet, and her tears redoubled by 
the methods we uſed to reſtrain 
her. She had not been in the air 
ſince her illneſs; to have ventured 
her abroad at that time of the 
evening, would have been mad- 
neſs; but our diſſuaſions were all 
In vain; we were at laſt obliged 
to place her on the ſofa, and keep 
her a priſoner between us.—When 
the force of her agitations was a 
little ſpent, fo that I could leave 
her with any degree of comfort, 
I flid out of the room without 
dropping a word of my deſign, 
giving her in charge to the Duke 
by a look which he perfectly un- 


not 
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derſtood. My own chariot was 
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not in waiting; I ſtepped into a 
hackney coach, and drove to Sir 
William Edgerton's. 


CONTINUATION. 


When the Duke de Oboyne wrote 
me of the reconciliation that had: 
taken place with his brother, had 
he mentioned the circumſtance of 
his niece being ſheltered in Eng- 
land, I ſhould not have been ſur- 
priſed at his finding her in the 
perſon of Olivia; but this expla- 
nation he omitted. I knew the 
W Hiſtory of Annanette; I knew ſhe 

| had flown from his protection, and 
the troubles her flight had occa- 
ſioned; every particular of this 
nature, I received from himſelf. 
when | 
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when I was laſt at Paris, and the 
amazing diſcovery his brother had 
made to him, that her real name 
was de Poland, and that ſhe was 
the daughter of their only ſiſter, 
he afterwards communicated to 
me. by letter. How flattering to 
my vanity the compliment with 
which his laſt was concluded, how 
flattering zow to my paſſion the 

Former conſideration I diſregarded; 
by the latter, my felicity is aug- 
mented. —Thurſday ſe'ennight 
what an age ſhall I think it to 
Thurſday ſe'ennight! 


CONTINUATION. 


It was about nine when I got 
to Sir William Edgerton's; and 
before 
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before I aſcended to the drawing» 
room, I directed the fervants in 
waiting to get up Lady Morpeth's 


tion. I took it for granted the 
whole party would return with 
me to South- Audley-ſtreet, which 
made me collect my ſenſes enough 


thing might retard my impatience 
J to carry back to my beloved that 
W happineſs her heart panted to re- 
I ceive. 
Count, and Lord Morpeth, were 
at cards; Sir William looking on 
and ſeeing me enter alone, they 

all with one voice enquired what 
| I had done with the Duke ?—He 
is I replied, a thouſand 


times 


carriage with all ; poſſible expedi- 


to give thoſe directions, that no- 


The two Ladies, the 


2 r n 


240 + COUNT DE POLAND. 


times more agreeably than your- 
ſelves;— I have often wondered 
what pleaſure this painted traſh 


can convey by its touch (taking 


up one of the packs which 1 
ſhuffled, hardly knowing what 1 
ſaid or what I did).—Nonſenſe, 
cried Lady Morpeth, puſhing me 
aſide, clubs are trumps.; you are 
the mot unfaſhionable man in the 
univerſe—Clubs are trumps, my 
Lord, turning to the Count. 
Don't talk, ſaid I, of clubs; my 
thoughts are running upon hearts. 
Why did you leave Olivia then 
ſo early ?—I will puniſh you for 
that inuendo.— Vour Ladyſhip ſhall 
loſe your /ans-prendre.—I defy 
you, my Lord;—will none of you 

r hear 
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hear me, good people? Clubs are 
trumps—loſe my ſans- prendre! 
impoſſible - ſix trumps, five mata- 
dores, and a king. Vou loſe it not- 
withſtanding, and I mixed her cards 
with the pack I held in my hand. 
—A laugh ſucceeded, in which 
ſhe joined with all the good-hu- 
mour imaginable.— I knew your 
Ladyſhip would not be angry.— 
But I am angry, and will tell O/- 
via.—Deal again, Lord Morpeth. 
—Firſt, my dear, let us hear what 
Caſiledown has to ſay; don't you 
ſee he is brimful of ſomething ?— 
Ridiculous—yes, I know he is 
brimful of miſchief.——And fo 
your Ladyſhip will expoſe me to 
Olvia?—Moſlt certainly. Come 

Vor. IV. X away 


away then, Madam, do not threa- 


by your orders, my Lord, aſked 


believe not, Madam; nor is there 
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ten, but perform. A ſervant en- 
tered your Ladyſhip's carriage. 
This is unkind, ſiſter, ſaid Lady 
Edgerton. Sir William and the 
Count looked ſurpriſed, it being 
before determined they were all to 
ſup together. Is the carriage here 


the Counteſs? Not by my orders 
poſitively, replied Morpeth.— 
Well then, continued. ſhe; this 
miſtake is monſtrouſly ridiculous; 
ſurely the ſervants are mad.——1 


oa fel ae. (CCC ee a... ww. ea as tel. ae 


any miſtake; I had the honour to 
deliver your Ladyſhip's commands 
for the carriage.—I hope you will 
confeſs that you had alſo the Bo- 
| nour 
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zour of forging thoſe commands. — 


My crime cannot be called actual 
forgery, I-only took the liberty of 
preceding your orders by a few 
moments; I foreſaw you would 


ſup at home with all this com- 
pany, and provided againſt de/ays. 


There is ſomething more than 
humour in all this, ſaid Lord 


Morpeth ; let us into your confi- 
dence; convince us it is neceſ- 


ſary we thould change the ſyſtem 


of our plan, and we will ſap here 
or at home; you fhall conduct us 
as you think proper. — But will 
Lady Morpeth, Lady Edgerton, 
Sir William, and the Count, con- 
ſent to your propoſal ?—Yes, all, 


all, they replied. —Well then, I 


X 2 will 
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will tell you, my Lord, your con- 
jectures are not groundleſs; I am 
not acting from the mere wanton- 
neſs of mirth ; the ſpirits in which 
you ſee me return to you proceed 
from a real augmentation of heart- 
felt happineſs; I admit 20 ſenti- 
ment of that nature with which 
Olivia is not connected, and in 
the oecaſion of my preſent joy, 
ſhe is more particularly concerned 
than I am; ſhe is acknowledged 
by a family of rank more diſtin- 
guiſhed than my own, and of vir- 
tues infinitely ſuperior to their 
nobility.—One of thoſe generous, 
tender relations, who has but juſt 
made himſelf known, I left with 
her when I came hither to ac- 

quaint 
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quaint you with the happy event. 
The other —— My tongue faul- 
tered—a character of unutterable 
ſenſibility, marked on the expreſ- 
five face of that other, forcibly 
ſtruck me, and I was obliged to 
draw my eye from his attentive 
penetrating countenance before I 


could go one word further. The 
ather, continued I, who has been 


more than a father to my Olivie, 
who, next to Heaven, is the neareſt, 
deareſt. object of her ſoul's affec- 
tion; that other ſhe has not yet 
ſeen, the Count de Poland can only 
bring him to her preſence, —— 
Great and good God! he ex- 
claimed, his arms extended to- 


wards me; I ruſhed into them; | 
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the parent of your lovely de Poland 
muſt be the parent of Ca/tedown ; 
my tears fell in ſympathy with | 


his, whilſt he prefled me to his p 
heart in an agony of joy almoſt »w 
too great for utterance.— Happy, M 
happy child, cried he, how glo- ri 
ious the ſituation in which thou d 
art reſtored to me; compleat, my n 
dear ſon, the felicity you have I 
opened to my view, conduct me tl 
to my ſou/'s darling. Sir Wil- 0 
liam and Lady Edgerton, Lord t 
and Lady Morpeth, clung about v 
him; no ſound but of congratu- 1 
lation was to be diſtinguiſhed; he W < 
diſtributed among them his % MM + 
ſongs, his thanks, his praiſes, his e 


embraces; they had all been in- 
| ſtrumental 
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ſtrumental to the preſervation of 
his angel, and the fervent tribute 
of gratitude he paid them was pro- 
portioned to the exquiſite ſenſe in 
which he felt her obligations.— | 
My carriage was by this time ar- | Y 
rived ; both were ſtanding at the 
door; but we ſo contrived our ' 
matters as to croud ourſelves into | 
Lord Morpeth's coach, without a | 
thought of incommoding each 
other; it was firſt drawn up, and 
there was not one amongſt us all [ 
who would be left behind for an | 
inſtant to take a more convenient | | 
fituation.——ls not this eagerneſs T 
to run after happineſs viſible on 
every occaſion in which the ſoul K 
is intereſted ?—S/ugg;/ht creeping 
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beings, without paſſions, without 


animation, wauld ſtalk on their 


ſleepy pace, though bah, ap- 
proached even in their view. In 


my. calmer moments I can turn 
moraliſt; bat when we drove up 


South- Audley-ſtreet, I was never 


leſs a philoſopher. As we got in, 
ſo we got out of the carriage; the 


ſep let down, idle compliments 


did not hold us back, or ceremony 
impede. our paflage. We pro- 
ceeded, but with leſs rapidity to 
the drawing- room. Stop here, 
Seaton, you go no further, it 
would be preſumptuous for a mor- 
tal to depicture the ſeraphic inter- 


view ; it was the interview of - 
perion beings; angels only ſhould 


have afliſted at . CON- 
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aa moments fince this bleſſed 
evening have been all white, not 
one ſtreaked with regret, or 
marked with diſcontent. What 
will . become of you and the reſt 
of mankind ?—In what gloom are 
you all left to ſpuddle out your 
way through the road of life ? 
Joy, Love, Peace, and Felicity, 
which, led by Fortune, have hi- 
therto illumined the world, are 
no longer viſible to the world; 
they have altered their courſe; 
they are fled hither; we engroſs 
them all; you muſt never expect 
to ſee them dance out of our cir- 
cle, but: . you are invited, warmly 
Wia invited, 


0 oe 
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invited, to come to Heir home, and 


e with ur their inffuence.— 


s - + — „„ 


this fortnight; "arithes, Sir 7 A 
take it off my hands; I ſend the 


4 


deeds. by Colonel M——; your 
acceptance I makethe teſt of your. 
kriendſhip when you are ſettled 
in it, I ſhall again viſit it with 
pleaſure; vou know the narrou, 
almoſt ſacrilegiaus idea which 
poſſeſſed me when I made che 
purchaſe.—If you ſhould, follow 
the example I ſhall foon ſet, you, 
and find the houſe, inconvenient 
from bachelor to bachelor, tall, 
like themſelves, it moulders into 
au whom leaving a trace by 


which 


4 
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which poſterity can difcoverit: has 
ever beenerected. 1 am no an in- 


mate of Lord Morpet 'sfimily, and 


a houſe is fitting up in St. James's- 


ſquare'for the hs roy of its di- 
vine miſtfeſs. Tie Puke and 
Count continue with Sir William 


Edgerton during my novitiate; 


0040s, they are tobe my gueſts till 


che beginning of ſummer, when 
I have promiſed to attend them 
with my beloved wife to their 
own country. Our time will be 
divided between the two king 
doms, as long as theſe ineſtimable 


relations of my de Poland are con- | 


tinued to our ardent wiſhes. | 


# «4 'P _— 
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but as ſoon as 1 have taken the 
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We held a cabinet council the 
morning after the great diſcovery, 
when it was agreed, that her firſt 


appearance as their niece | muſt 


be at * 3 to our 
will — the oe ceremony * 80 
through again.— My wife! Hea- 
vens! what will be the exultation 
of my. heart? How will it throb 


with pleaſure under the weight of 


my tranſports! How ſhall I glory 
in the envy her charms will in- 
evitably draw upon me !—Never 
did the ſame paſſion expreſs itſelf 
ſo exquiſitely, yet ſo differently, 
as in the minds of thofe generous 
brothers. Joy has a ſimilar effect 


to wire on the Duke de Oboyne ; 
he 
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he hugs one, he kifſes the hand 
of another; he is here, there; 
you ſee him in every corner of the 
houſe ; he ſprings like a boy at 
leap-frog ; he varies his attitude 
faſter than your eye can follow 
him; he talks inceſſantly, but the 
moſt intereſting ſubje& cannot for 
three ſeconds fix his attention ; 
he laughs till he cries ;—we laugh 
with him, or ſhould become quite 
unacquainted with the ſound of 


our own voices ; he has a fund of 


humour, and it is no blemiſh on 
the underſtanding to pay it this 
tribute; a cynic would find him- 
ſelf compelled to join in the mirth 
he raiſes.—— The Count de Po- 
land, with more of ſenſibility i 
F081 IF, TXT his 
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his compoſition than I have ever 
met with in any human creature, 


is equally under the dominion of 
Joy ; but joy does not intoxicate 


him to act with extravagance; his 
heart might be called a pure cru- 
cible.; joy comes from thence re- 
fined by reaſon, mellowed by 
piety; it mixes in all his words, 
in his looks, in his actions; there. 
is nothing boiſterous in its ex- 
preſſion, yet its force is not the 
leſe diſtinguiſhable ; the Count de 
Poland's joy is rather to be ſeen 
than Heard. — When he thanks 
Mrs. Oſmond, Lady Edgerton, 
and the Counteſs, for having been 
the friends of his adopted child, 


you then behold it tempered by a 


reflection 
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reflection of what that darling 
child ſuffered before ſhe found an 
aſylum in their protection hen 
he folds me in his arms, when he ; 
tells me his de Po/and ſhall be mine; N 
when he flatters me I have deſerved i Bp 
her love, and bleſſes ne in the ſame 
breath with which he bleſles her, | 
then his joy muſt be viſible to any | 
other eye, from mine it is con- | 
cealed ; I am blinded by the glare 
of my own tranſports; but when | 
he gazes on the dafling of his | 4 
foul, when he calls on the ſpirit {1% 
of her mother to witneſs his felt- 1 
city, it is then that his joy blazes | 
with a brightneſs almoſt radiant. - | 
CONTINUATION, Ty | 
Half the hours which are thought 1 
1 neceſſary W 
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| neceſfary by the droniſh ſons of 
Stupidity for the purpoſe of re- 
poſe are enough for me; the 
other half, I ſteal from fleep to 
dedicate to you and recollection. 
II thall never more be a friend 
to the ſtate of forgetfulneſs; it is 
for the wretch whoſe waking re- 

flections are tinged with ſorrow, 
it 1s for him to court this tranſient 
relief of nature; for a man to doze 
over the partial diſtribution in his 
favour would be profanation moſt 
intolerable.— I never feel an alloy 
to my happineſs but when I brood 
over the train of misfortunes by 
which the Count de Poland has been 
purſued, —Five years the venera- 
ble body of that beſt of men was 
loaded 


CO Te Oe ID” DESERT UN. ET EDS OO ⁵⁵ ñ ß Oy nm ST \ ot % „„ raw ow N Fw rw 


— 
9 "| — 


COUN'D DE POLAND. 257 


loaded with irons by accurſed 


Pagans, whoſe hearts were harder 
than the chains in which they 
bound him ;—he will carry the 
marks of their barbarity to his 
grave; and whilſt their infernal 
whips entered his fleſh, famine 
opened its hungry jaws to devour 
him. Forced to labour with 
brutes, unrefreſhed by human ſo- 
ciety, he languiſhed out his mi- 
ſerable captivity. Not for the 
univerſe would I have my gentle 
de Poland acquainted with his un- 


precedented ſufferings; to her he 


has accounted for his long ab- 
ſence by cauſes more ſupportable. 
His efcape from ſlavery was mi- 
raculous. Nothing but a miracle 

®* 2 could 
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could have reſtored him to us ;— 


take here a ſhort ſketch of this 
ſingular event. —One ſultry after- 
toon, as the Count was employed 
in dragginga vaſt weight, to which 
three other unhappy ſlaves were 
alſo harneſſed, he fainted in put- 
ting his ſtrength to its full exer- 


tion,—What happened after he 


dropped upon the earth, he does 


not remember; but imagines, 


. from the wounds with which he 


was covered, that the overſeer, be- 
lieving him dead, had confirmed 
his opinion by the cuts and ſlaſhes 
with which he had mangled his 


body, and had left him behind 


as uſeleſs lumber, throwing the 


ſuppoſed corpſe into a ſhallow pit, 


near 
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near the place where our dear 
Count fell down. Day was eb- 
bing faſt when he firſt began to 
feel himſelf alive, and he reſigned 
himſelf to his fate with a calm- 
neſs, a magniminity, which never 
deſerts him in the moſt trying 
ſituations.— The groans he ut- 
tered from the extreme agony of 
his wounds, drew towards him 
two men who were croſſing a path 
near the place where he lay ex- 
piring.— Theſe men were habited 
as infidels, but their hearts were 
not inſenfible to compaſſion; they 
jumped into the pit to examine 
the miſerable creature whoſe la- 
mentations excited their pity, and 
lifting him out, they laid him 

gently 
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gently on the graſs. In perform- 
ing this charitable office, one of 
them looking narrowly at the 
| Count's features, cried out to his 
| comrade in the French tongue, 
that it was their noble commander 
the Count de Poland! What a | 
comfortable found ;—the Count 
was not able to ſpeak, but crofled 
himſelf ſeveral times to ſhew them | 
they were not miſtaken, and by | 
his motions. implored their aſſiſt- 
ance. Theſe renegades were taken 
priſoners when he loſt his liberty, 
and had gained credit in the coun- 
try by embracing Mahometiſm. 


The fondeft parent was never 
more adored by his children, than 
| the 
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the Count de Poland by all thoſe 
who fought under his command ; 
his humanity, his generoſity, his 
affability, gained him the higheſt 
reverence; there was not aman but 
would cheerfully have given up his 
own life in defence of the Count. 
— No wonder then that in meeting 
theſe renegades he met with his 
preſervers; they had retained their 


love and veneration for their great, 


their good Captain, even after they 
had yielded up amoreſuperiorduty. 
An their deſertion from religious 
principle, much is to be ſet down 
to the ſcore of perſonal ſecurity, 
much wore to the account of igno- 
rance; what remains of actual 
crime, I have no doubt their ho- 
neſt 
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neſt attachment to the Count will 
balance in the fight of Heaven— 
they threw: themſelves on their 
knees before him; they waſhed 
with their rude tears the gaſhes 
cruelty had imprinted on his ema- 
a wer body ; their tears were not 

common atonement ; they were 


not wed to flow, perhaps they 


were the firſt tribute their rugged 
hearts had ever paid tor tender- 


neſs. I do not mean to give 
you the Count's adventures at 
large ; here ends my heart-rend- 
3 recital. 


| We have 5 my de Poland 


and her uncle's to my mother; 


her ideas are not ſo far aſcended 


5 


— . —— — — . — d — — 


W 


COUNT DE POLAND. 263 


in their flight to Heaven, but that 
| ſhe can look down with extaſy on 
the difference between Olivia, 
whom no body owned, and the 
heireſs of a ſplendid: 5 4 
170 her relations. 


The extreme Lay Caſtledown 
has lately fallen into, has given me 
a great deal of occaſional anxiety. 
I have had ſome converſations 
with her chaplain on the ſubject; 
he regards me as his future pa- 
fron, is diſpoſed to oblige me, and 
does not want underſtanding. 
I have all the reaſon in the world 
to hope that my arguments, ſup- 
ported by the inclination of this 
TeVereng dictator, will in time re- 
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duce my mother's exceſs of piety 
to the medium of reaſon. I 


would extract the droſs of oſten- 


tation from the humble purity of 
religion—I would not have Lady 
Caſtledown again Zo much in 
love with the world ; I only wiſh 
her to think and ſpeak of its inno- 
centenjoyments with leſs auſterity. 


Having brought down my in- 
tereſting narrative to this period ; 
for the preſent, I have done with 
writing. 


LET TER 
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1 1 r n n 20: 
LADY EDGERTON TO MADAME TOURVILLE. 
Bogd-Street. 
I Have many inducements to 
comply with the requeſt you 
made me at parting ; that of tranſ- 
mitting Sir William's thanks and 
my own to our Pariſian friends, is 
by no means the ſmalleſt. Many 
are the acknowledgments we ſend 
you, but they cannot be num- 
bered with the civilities we have 


received from Monſieur and Ma- 
dame Tour ville. 


The Duke de Oboyne and the 
Count de Poland have recovered 
Vor. IV. Z that 


a . 
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that amiable niece, in purſuit of 
whom they accompanied us to 
Britain; they have found her on 


the very point of beſtowing her 


hand on your favourite, who was 


diſtinguiſhed at Montpelier by the 


appellation of the handſome Eng- 


liſhman.—Had the uncles of, Ma- 
demoijelle de Poland looked through 
the world for a huſband deſerving 
of her, their choice muſt have 


fallen on Lord Caftledown.—His 


_ diſintereſted paſſion, before he 
knew of any advantages ſhe poſ- 


ſeſſed independent of nature and 
education, merits him of all men 


the mo/7 deſerving of her. I told 
Mademoijelle this morning I was 
going to write to you; Iaſked if 


ſhe 
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ſhe had any commands ? ——Oh, 
Lady Edgerton! replied the ſweet 
grateful creature, a tear falling on 
her fair cheek, tell your amiable 
friend, tell my dear benevolent 
Madame Jourville, that I ſhall 
never forget to date the æra of my 
happineſs from her appearance at 
the humble cottage in which I was 
once ſheltered. I gueſs your 
furpriſe by what my own has been 
on finding the Olivia, who, thro' 
your recommendation, I ſent over 


to my mother, was 7zece to the 


Duke de Oboyne and the Count de 
Poland. When ſhe attends her 
uncles to France, ſhe will let you 
into the particulars; they are 

much to long for a letter, or I 
Z 2 would 
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would not leave your curioſity un- 
gratified.—I have another meſ- 
ſage from Mademoiſelle de Poland. 
The poor cottagers who afforded 
her a comfortable ſhelter in the 
hour of her diſtreſs, are the ob- 
jects of her kind conſideration ; 


it is her requeſt that you preſent 
to them the incloſed draft on the 


Count's banker, and to aſſure thoſe 


honeſt, worthy people, this is not 


the /a/? mark they are to receive 
of her remembrance.—My father 


and mother, who arrived in Lon- 
don two days after us, have given 
a third of their hearts to Made- 
moiſelle de Poland, yet Lady Mor- 
peth and myſelf do not find we are 
impoveriſhed by her ſharing them 


with 


tas. oth — ef 
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with us. Except the interview 


between her and our dear Count, 


which it zs not in language to de- 
ſcribe, I have never feen any thing 
more affecting than her interview 
with my mother ; ſhe threw her- 
felf at her feet; there was ſo much 
energy, ſo much eloquence in 
her expreſſions, her attitude fo 
ſtrikingly graceful, that it is im- 


poſſible to determine whether the 


fight, untired with gazing, or the 
ear with caring, was moſt highly 
gratified., —— The Duke thanked 


my mother with a lively polite 
gallantry; but the Count's ac- 
knowledgments were penetrating. 
There was not a dry eye in our 
circle; my dear good' mother was 

23 c0yer- 
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overwhelmed; her exquiſite feel- 
ings of pleaſure nearly bordered 
on diſtreſs. —The Count has 
preſented her with a ſuperb ſet 
of dreſſing plate—to Lady Mor- 
peth a watch and chain, ſet with 
diamonds— I am aſhamed to tell 
you, Madame, that, by the ſame 
generoſity, I am poffeſſed of a 
necklace and ear- rings, which my 
Huſband's fortune will /carcely in- 
title me to wear with propriety. 
— We are all infinitely pained to 
accept ſuch extravagant proofs of 
the Count's favour, but our ac- 
ceptance was unavoidable,—You 
will find yourſelf on his return to 
France under the ſame neceſſity; 
by all your addreſs you will not 

3 
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be able to withſtand his mode of 
forcing on you what he will call 
a memento of his de Poland's merit, 
which had the power of raiſing 
| her Vriends in defiance of Fortunes 
perſecution.— l am called away 


Lady Morpeth is taken ill. 


T bree in the Morning. 


I have left Lord Morpeth the 
moſt tranſported of men— l thank 
God, my dear ſiſter is in ſafety, 
and two hours ago ſhe made him 
the father of a fine boy ;—the lit- 
tle brat has occaſioned a deal of 
trouble to his poor mother, which 
I hope he will repay her for in 


future. I am come home fa- 


tigued to death; the pacquet ſets 
off 
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off to-morrow, which makes me 


take up my pen to ſignify, in the 


ſincerity of my heart, that neither 
time or abſence can ever abate my 


perfect regard and eſteem for my 


dear Madame Tourville. 


* 1 r 
LADY ANN FOSTESS TO LADY HAsSARD. 


Cavendiſh- -Square. 


E deuce take Lady A—'s 
importunities—T ſhould only 
have Ur pd London in 
my way to if it had not been 
for her—ſhe was going to town 
Saturday, I muſt ſtay till hen—it 
would 
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would be the greateſt cruelty in 
the world to let her travel alone. 
Well, out of my abundant 
good-nature, I complied. What 
had I to do with good-nature ? 
—[ hate good-nature, it draws 
one into more ſcrapes than enough. 
Sunday too ſhe muſt drag me 
to court—it is horrid impertinent 
in people to preſs one to do the 
thing which is contrary to our 
inclinations, but this imperious 
woman makes all who venture 
near her ridiculous as herſelf ; I 
could weep over the inexcufable 
weakneſs of my nature. 


The drawing-room was fuller 
than I ever remember to have 


ſeen 
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ſeen it, except of a birth-day— 
ſo many ſpectators of my mortifi- 
cation, it is inſupportable I took 
my place in the circle next Lord 
Hillman,” the daily gazette of 
our faſhionable parties, and I read 
intelligence extraordinary in capital 
characters on the front of this 
calf '5-fkin folio.—I aſked him of 
what nature ? He replied to my 
queſtion by another. How long 
has your Ladyſhip been out of 
the world Long enough, my 
Lord, to have a thouſand range 
events happen in my abſence, and 
I apply to your Lordſhip for in- 
formation.— Then, perhaps, you 
have not heard of the remarkable 
preſentation which is this day ex- 

> pected ? 
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pected ?! —-Not a word of the 
matter. I am happy that the ho- 
nour of acquainting your Lady- 
ſhip devolves on me. ¶The en- 
trance of their Majeſties for a 
moment interrupted him, but in 
the next, he returned to his ſub- 
ject Heaven knows of how Little 
importance I thought it, and with 
how little impatience I waited its 


continuation; but when he ſaid the 


Lady to be preſented was niece to 
the Duke de Oboyne and the Count 
de Poland, 1 began to feel rather 
more intereſted. Ihave often heard 
my mother ſpeak of this family; 
by a ridiculous intermarriage, they 
ſtood in that ſort of relationſhip 
to her which the vulgar 2 
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by the appellation of j#/t couſins. 
A am the worſt genealogiſt in the 
world; all I can tell you is this, 
that a ſiſter of this very Duke de 
Oboyne, being ill uſed in France, 
eloped from her family, and put 
herſelf under the protection of 
my grandmother, married an in- 
digent man of quality, was re- 
duced to beggary, and was con- 
ſequently thrown off by all her 
Engliſh connefQtions.—On reading 
another page in the Zo0//h folio, I 
found out that a Phoenix had 
ſprung from the aſhes of this re- 
duced relation, and that ſhe was 
the very perſon to be preſented ; 
and more, that Mademoiſelle de Po- 
land was on the eve of becoming 

Counteſs 
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Counteſs of Caſtledoun. I thought 
I ſhould have ſunk—ill mannered 
wretch!—What deteſtable infor- 
mation did he give me laſked 
him in a tone of doubt, mingled 
with corn, if I might depend On 
his intelligence? or if, like the 
Bruſſels Gazette, I was to expect 
a contradiction in the next para- 
graph. He aſſured me upon 


his honour it was true, and, by way 
of ſweetening the pill, added, that 


the Dake and Count were to 


make the preſent fortune of their 
niece a hundred thouſand pounds. 


As he ſtuttered out this laſt 


mighty pleaſant anecdote, the eyes N 
of the whole circle were directed 
towards the entrance, and my 
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head mechanically turned the 
ſame way. Lord Hillman touched 
my ſleeve, that is Mademoiſelle de 
Poland, whiſpered the idiot. what 


a divine creature ! is ſhe not beau- 
tiful, Lady Ann ?—1I made the y- 


no anſwer, my attention was all 
engaged; I felt petriſied with 
aſtoniſhment; a moment after, 
my rage boiled over—it was lucky 
I did not burſt into tears of vexa- 
tion when the features of this 
dazzling beauty, this hundred 
thouſand pounder, and what is a 
million times worſe, this deſtined 


wife of my adored Caftledown, re- 


called to my memory the woman 
whoſe humble - fituation once 
prompted me to inſult her. Ves, 
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Lady Haſſardl—it is true, it is 
fact, that Olivia, the bone-picker 
of Lady Morpeth, is the prodigious 
fine Lady I ſaw preſented under 
the mat flattering diſtinctions, and 
who attracted more admiration in 
one minute than has fallen to my 
lot in my whole courſe of ſtudy 
to engage it; — this, even his, I 
could have borne without feeling 
the abſolute tortures of madneſs, 
had not this treacherous heart of 
mine told me truths inſufferable. 
Why does it force me to con- 
feſs, that this Mademoiſelle is more 
beautiful than all the beauties my 
eyes were ever vexed with ?— 
She is tall enough to be aukward, 
if every avenue to aukwardneſs 

A a 2 were 
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were not guarded by the Graces,— 
quite a Chefterfielder ! Graces from 
top to toe; you ſee them in the 
management of her hoop, or the 
opening of her fan, her arms are 

' rounded by them, and the motion 
of her hands receive from them 
the ſignal of command; they are 
ſeen in the turn of her neck, they 
are diſplayed on her boſom, they 
iport on her forehead, and' hang 
in long dark eye-laſhes to ſhade a 
complection, to the reſplendency 
of which I am ſhocked to bear 
teſtimony. —Her dreſs was aſſorted 
to the intereſting elegance of her 
figure ; her gown was light blue 
ſattin, ſo exactly matched to the 
colour of her eyes, that I am apt 
- to 
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to ſuppoſe ſhe carried: them into 
Spitalfields as a pattern—no dia- 
monds, no gold, no. filver, all 
plain to a degree of plainneſs, the 
trimmings entirely compoſed of 
pearls, girl !. ear- rings, necklace, 
and buckles, alſo pearls; her 
head had no other ornament than 
a large pearl ſprig, formed to 
repreſent lilies of the valley ;—in 
her boſom, natural: roſe-buds, 
with ſprigs of myrtle in. bloſſom, 
compleated her drapery, and more- 
than compleated my defeat. 


The Duke and Count appeared 
rather in the li ght of idolators than 
uncles, particularly the latter: — 
why did they not keep her in 

AA 3 France? 
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France? The Pope might have 
granted a diſpenſation- Oh! that 
ſhe had been the wife of either, or 
miſtreſs to his Holineſs, ſooner 
than come hither to ſet the whole 
maſs of my blood in a ferment, 
and raiſe the inflammation of de- 
ſpair ſo ragingly high, that the 229. 
fatal of all diſorders is unavoid- 
ble—yes, I ſhall. die—abſolutely 
die of a mortification.—Ca/tledown: 
was odioully ridiculous whilſt his 
Mademoiſelle was preſenting; 1 ex- 
pected to have ſeen his heart leap 
out of his boſom; and fly acroſs 
the room to proſtrate itſelf at the 
feet of its idol. It is ſtrange, 
people of diſtinction, ' whoſe very 
cradles have been rocked in 
faſhionable 
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faſhiona ble life, ſhould net have 
command enough over their paſ—- 
fons to behave with indifference 
in publick;—the fondneſs with 
which he followed the enchantreſs 
with his vi/e love-fraught glances, 
was poſitively quite unbred and 
downright provoking. Now 
would I give any thing but my vi- 
vacity to know how Lady Morpeth 
takes all this mighty pretty affair. 
AI ſwear ſhe ſtill doats on Caſtle- 
down; and what the gipſey ſaw pals 
between them at Cornel, lly's, Lady 
Ann Fofteſs\ceaſes not to remem- 
ber.—I will ſubmit to give my 
hand and fortune to F. ame. by the 
bye, Lord Robert is more and more 


importunate. Well, 1 ſay I will 
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eyen marin him, if I can deviſe 
no means 1% intolerable to make 
him aſſiſt me in propagating to 
the world, that Lady Morpeth's 
converſation with her lover at the 
maſquerade was not on inaiſeren. 
ſubjects. 


I can't put theſe vile French 
folks out of my. head their odi- 
ous Mademo! ;elle, I underſtand, 
was to have been Counteſs of Caf: 
tedown laſt Thurſday, but the 
fair. idiot choſe to to put it off till 
her dear Lady Morpeth was enough 
recovered to grace the ceremony ; 
—ſome people ſay ſhe is no fool; 
but this, however, 1s/720 proof of 
her wiſdom; ;>arival who has gone 

ſuch. 
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ſuch lengths was much more to be 
avoided than courted—but what 

have I to do with them? Let 
them, if they will, marr their 
_ own happineſs; it would be a 
noble revenge for the x pangs 1 hade 
ſuffered ;—if they do not torment 

each other, I am woefully afraid 
they are ſo far out of Fortune's 
reach, that 'no foreign plagues 
will be able to affect their felicity. 
I am neither in humour with 
myſelf or any body about me; but 
my dear Lady Haſſard, I am 
your's in ſpight of peeviſhneſs, 
diſappointment, and all the hor- 
rors of deſpair. 
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199%: up, my. friend, and: be⸗ 
hold me placed on the tip- 
top of Fortune's eminence.—My | 
lovely wife, by whoſe hand 1 
reached this ſummit, ſtands ſmi- 
ling by my ſide.— The fun; of 
proſperity glows upon us; ten 
thouſand /oves are enliſted in our 
ſervice; the roſes of peace ſpring 
up under our feet. ——Exalted ſo 


much above the reſt of mankind, 


my head grows giddy with ſur- 


veying the vaſt expanſe of happi- 
neſs that ſurrounds me. 


#5 "28 0 HP | : I am 
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I am not in an humour for long 
letters; it is enough, if I can tell 
you, that I am the huſband of my 
adored de Poland, and that my 
tranſports have not reduced me to 
an abſolute ſtate of inſanity. 


